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. His Royal Highneſs 


[Dok E Of ORLEANS. , 


| 


Am fatisfy'd it will be judg'd Raſh- 
neſs in me to put Your IIluſtrious 
Name to the Front of this Perfor- 
mance; but what more glorious Pro- 
| = tection can an Infant-Muſe expect, 
than that of a Prince, who has always been a Pa- 
7 © tron to the Muſes? Yet, I have not the Aſſurance to 
preſent Cato of Utica to Your Royal Highneſs, but 
as a ſmall Attempt in which I may have ſome hopes 
8 2 3 to 


AT 
{435 
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A The Epiſile Dedicatory,, © 
to-pleaſe You; whoſe Judgment is never truly pleas'd | 
bur with the dee 6e ech ane 4 
You wou'd have the Characters of Hero's be like 
themſelves, that is, You wou'd have their great A- 
ctions deſcrib'd as You execute, and we write as Lou 

think. By Your delicate Taſte, by Your ſound 
Judgment, Your Royal Highneſs becomes as unſur- 
mountable to our beſt Pens, as Your Courage is 
terrible to our Enemies. But we cannot have the 
Sentiments of perfect Heroiſm, without thoſe of. ' 
Generoſity and Goodneſs:; and thoſe Vertues which 
are ſo Natural to You, encourage us to N | 
You, inſpite of our own Inſufficiency. I hope 
then, You will receive my, Homage, not as a- Tri- 
bute worthy Your Royal Highneſs, but as a Mark. | 
of the profoundeſt Veneration, with. which I 


SER, ©. 
Your Royal Highneſs moſt: humble, 
Moſt obedient, and ſaithful Servant, 
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. H 0 a Stranger entirely to 
Your Perſon, among the 
reſt of the World, of 
have a juſt Eſteem for 
— Lou, give me Leave to be 
an m of many of thoſe Excel- 
lent Qualities which appear to thoſe 


E who perionally _—_ You. This is 
be 


I 4 
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DEDICATION. 
a2 Reaſon, J doubt not, but will ſa- 
tisfy the World, why I publickly ad- 
dreſs myſelf to You; but what is 


more Particular, why I thought this 


might be no unacceptable Preſent, is: 
contain'd in Mr. Des Champs's ow | 
Preface, where ſpeaking of the Play; 
ers. at” Paris, he ſays, they cut Forty 
Lines out of his Tragedy, in Spight | 
of all he cou'd do, or ſay to them, 
tho' he makes ſo full, tho* ſhort an A- 
pology, why they were neceſſary, and 
even beautiful to the Part, for which 
they. were deſign d. Your Cale, in 
Your laſt Tragedy, ſeems to. bear a | 
Parallel; for tho? the Players did not 
curtail. it in the Words, they did it to 
| ſome Purpoſe in the Action, or rather 
for Want of that. proper Action, that. 
the Deſign and Diction of the Play re- 
quir'd. But, what ſhall we ſay to theſe g 
Things? You. will hereby find it the 
common Grievance of Authors of all. 
Nations in their moſt elaborate Pieces, 
and how ſhall we expect it to be other- f 


wiſe till the Bulk of theſe ſort, of Cen- 


8 


| DEDICATION. 


tlemen have more Learning, or more 
Manners? The firſt, were they Maſters 


of it, would teach em that excellent 


Leſſon of Noſce Teipſum; and the lat- 


ter a more obliging, not to ſay a con- 
- | deſcending Way of behaving them- 
1 ſelves better to moſt Authors, who are 


generally. Men of ſuperiour Birth; and 


tis to be ſuppos'd, by the very Qualifi- 
cation, of a much ſuperiour Education: 
And when they receive any thing other- 
wiſe from a. Perſon of a quite different 
Character, they ſhould be intirely Si- 
lent if it was but out of Complement 
to their own Ignorance, that they can 


be pleas'd with what good Judges muſt 


think deſpicable. I hope thoſe that 
think they are concern'd in this, will 
be ſo juſt to themſelves as to Reform; 
Jand' thoſe, I am-fure, who have either 
good Nature, good Learning, or good 
Manners, are no ways injured ; nor 
have any under this Denomination; nei- 
ther can they in their particular Buſineſs 
do Injury to others. How far I may 
- Have exceeded the Liberty of a Stran- 


Ser, 


DED ICATION. 


l ger, or the Part of a Gentleman in this 
| well meant Dedication, I muſt ſubmit 
U to your generous © and the 
Reader' 5 Candour. I am 


SIR, 


Your moſt Humble and moft 


en 


Obedient Servant to Command. 


Dl. 
ll quit 


o_ 
* 
by 
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5 Bid to thoſe which made him in Love with Liber 


E F 2onvinced of the Diffcalty I have met with, in bring- 
2 this upon the Stage, It is true, Hiſtory furniffer 
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wight thence have had Succonrs to 


gæinſt Cato, and the ungovernable Vertue of th. 
' which hs cannot deliver himſelf hue by Death. 
e 
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me with a nem and ſingular Charafter in Cato, bat 
what does it give me more? A Death which. is not in- 
terwoven with any Intrigue, that ſeveral of his Con- 
temporuries ascuſe him of Raſbneſe, puts me upon 4 Ne- 
ceſſity of changing ſome Circumſtances, in order to bring 
inn to his Death, or to fall into the Hands of Czfar's 
Stldiers- It is eaſy to ſee it was not at all. adapted. for 
Tragedy, therefore I was by to have recourſe to In- | 
vention, and-finding myſelf Maſter of a good (haracter, 
Jenquir d into the Condition and Manner it would appear, 
nahen all the Parts were wrought up together; I. ſuppoſe, | 
that Portia the Daughter of Cato, being fallen into the | 
Hands of the Parthians, after the Defeat. of Craſſus, is | 
advane'd.at the Court of Arſaces, under the Denomination 
of his Daughter, and that after that Prince it dead, ſhe | 
becomes Queen of Parthia. I attempt to throw a Concern || 
of Paſſion betwiæt her and Cæſar; but if ſbe had been 
Anown 10 be the Daughter of Cato, Icould not have formd 
a Lowe-Scene for an Enemy.to her Father. Beſide, what 4 $ 
Surprize is it to Cato, to ſee his Daughter a Queen] he 
per his Liberty, 

bat he believ'd it criminal to keep a Serpter in his Family, 
and takes Occaſion frquently to oblige Portia to renounce 
her Gown, This {od den Change exaſperates 4 Prince 
who would marry the Queen 5 that Prince conſpires An 1 

27 
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precipitates and makes him fall into Misfortmnes, Out 


Being ſatisfy d that there ought to be Shades as well as 


; Light: in a Picture, I have . the Crimes of this | 


Heroe oppoſite to the Vertues of Cato: And I tale it uo gre 
be proper that the Perſonage, on whom the Spect ator ſees \} bm 


all the Horror fall, ſhould be. known in Hiſtory and Ou 
Pharnaces,»ho- periſh d in the Ways of Czfir and Pom-.| rev 


rs to me the moſt proper far this Purpoſe *| ſube 
Rey appears to me the maſt. prope Abe 


k: . 
2. 
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Thee PREFACE , 
Celebrated for ſuch Parricides, if he has not committed: all © 
the Crimes which I make him alloy of, he is nevarthes 
leſs capable of afting them. I have then brought him to 
Utica, and laid the Incident of the prinsipal Action of 
the Tragedy, fo that it al moſſ completes the whote Catas 
ſtrophe. But above all, Take care to giue Pharnaces the 
or | * 22 to — — and I = — | 

fe | enſive that they will create 4 dangerons "Impreſſion, . 
| face oy o propoſed as 4 Criminal, ne > \ Dleralr cog 
to be deteſted. n N 
4 Yo:this is not done fo as to male 4 ep hair pra 
ts. Virtue and Vice; one-onght to be plac'd between the tro 
Extremes. This ' famous Enemy of Cato's, Cæſar, was 
the onl3 one, who by his different Qualities could give 4 
nem 2 45 to my Tragedy. The aracter of Cæſar is 
2 nevertheleſs. one of the greateſt Faults that is to be met 
en with in this Work ; and I may be reproach'd for not 
having given to this Heroe the De =—_— conformable 
to the great Idea we have of him; We fee from fome 
Olouring in Hiftory, he is drawn Ambitions, a Diſſem- 
lier, — capable of. ar and exrenting the nuſt 


f ult Enterprizes ; intrepid, clement, free from ſuch 
7 = as is expreſs'd in this Paſſion, which is not 2 
ince trary to the Greatneſs which he bears in m Tra edy. If 
He ſpeaks not of maling himſelf Lord of all, when he 55 
wit Cato, it is becanſe he will not declare his Deſigns 
9 1 78 fan Romans, ill he has brought them under his 
I Sobyettion. But why, ſay ſome, will this fierce Deſtroper 
ell 'as ef Liberty, 0 ach opgrobrionus Language from his E- 
this nemy? A Word may ſuffice to juſtify 2 I it not much 
¶ereater for this Heroe to: put Cato under the Neceſſity, of 
having an Eres for him, than to anſwer Cato with” 
Outrage? Does he not rather put him in Admiration to 
| reveal Pharnaces's Conſpiracy to him? then I have made 
poſe | he one ſpeak like 4 Tealous Citizen, and thr other an 


amb. 


1 


/ > 


== ambitions Stateſman. If the Part of Cato ſeems ſome- 
| thing the more touching than that of Cxſar, it is be- {#1 
lt cauſe Difreſs moves us to Compaſſion more than Victory; 11 
1 if it appears that there is ſomei hing brighter in Cato's | h, 
Charatter, tis becauſe pure Virtne is more beamiful 
Ih than Vice in Diſguiſe. 8 e 
| The Part of Portia is likewiſe cavil'd at by the Gi» . 
ticks ; they ſay it is not juſt for her to declare Love to & 
Cæſar. But in what Circumſtances is ſhe then? Sime e 
time before, having entertain'd a Paſſion for him, with- 
out knowing his Name, ſhe was ignorant that it was Cæ- 
far that ſhe lord: in ſhort, after ſhe had rejected the 
Proteſ#ations nhich he came to tender her, ſhe owns the Þ 
fame Cæſar which ſhe diſdain'd, for the Object of her 
Paſſion. This Heroe in diſcovcring his Love, reproaches $9! 
ber with a Haired he did not deſerve. In this Surprize, | 
in the Concern wherein ſhe ſaw her Lover, ſhe believing 
herſelf a Queen, and Independent of her Father, de- 
clares to Cælar that ſhe had no longer an Averſion to 
him. He interprets this Change. as a Sentiment of her 
ection; and Portia, who perce d that the Secret of: | 
her Heart wou d break out, in ſpight of herſelf, proteſted F 
that ſhe had lov'd him . ſome time before, Cæſar tran- 
ſported with the ſudden Pleaſure, propoſed to her to ſhare * 
the Roman Empire with him. This Propeſal points at 
the Defegn which he would have reſerv'd to himſelf; and 
never diſcouer'd, had it not beewto a Queen whom Love 
and the Affair then in hand made him hope it would be 
An inviolable Secret. This Intelligence which Cæſar gave & 
her of his true Deſigns, takes away from him the Liberty P. 
of Diſguiſin bin ſelf to her in the 5th Act, as he does F 
with . 2 Romans, and reduces him to a Neceſſuy | 
of juſtifying his Ambition to reign, which gives Portia 
an Opportunity of making the beſt Advantage of his Love, T 
The Gnfelſgn of that Paſſion was neceſſary, and J 75 | 
" "i oy the 


—— 


| che Secret was better to eſcape from him in the firſt Mo- 
tion of Surprize, than afterwards, when Cæſar might 
have time to recover. from his Aftoniſhment,, 
A to the Part which ſhe takes againſt him in the 4th 
Act, when ſhe knows that ſhe is the Daughter of Cato, 
ne find that ſhe turns all at once from Love to Hatred: 
She renounces her Love. Her Birth, Nome and Cato be- 
come a Lam to her, but ſhe does not do this till ſhe has a 


h. Onflict with herſelf, herein ſhe becomes tri & 4 


$»as ſo happy on this Otea ion 48 to jump in with the 
publict 22 244 750 7 ſaw the eee 
he vou have ins reſtvre the forry Verſes which the Aion 
er (ut out agninſh my Mil. Lexpreſsd in theſe Lines the 
; Loncern and Trouble ſhe. had to conquer her Paſſion, an 
re. he Impreſſion it 1 ehind'; th# A dar pretend to juſtiſy 
heir Cutting it, that Portia ought to take the Sentiments 
J Cato, when ſheduen. benſelf doi he bis Daughter, As 
For my part, I thought I ſhou'd not draw a Roman with” 
her $00 much Weaknefs, but that it was no Fault to ſhew that 
% Female Roman Heart was ſubject᷑ /to:Weakneſs,in order 
1 #0 give her the Glory aſtermardi of triumphing over it. 
At preſent, as the Paſſage is obſervable to turn from 
Tode to N 4 am apt to fiatter myſelf, that the Im. 


Precations which Portia makes againſt Cæſar, do not ap- 


— 


Near too Violent. Thoſe who take the Pains to reflect on 
e Condition, mherein:that Roman found herſcf, neay 
#ndoabtedly ſee, that ſhe, inſtead of being unworthy of re- 
| 955 Czfar, might marry him upon the Conſideration 
Hat he renounced the Empire. Auy amorout Diſdain 
Fight carry æ rommnm Woman to this Exceſs of Paſſion, 
A to the reſt, I do not ſo much pretend to male an Apo- 


—.— ) for this Tra edy, as to give an Account how 1 haue 


ve, #araged it; and I ſincerely proteſt, that I have always, 
ink, With Pleaſure, received what has been ſent me. 


The 


77 2 * of rhe Drama | 


Julius Cæſar. 
Domitius, Cælar'f Lieutenant. . 
P hocas, A Roman of Cato? s Party. 


Artaban, A Lord of Parthia. 
* A Friend ＋ Pharnaces. 


Pol A feign'd Name of Arſen-! 
_ . Confident of | Portia. 


:—_ 


4%, wa .c.s 


3 nine Cato. | 


Pharnaces, King « of Pontus. 


Caro? 7 Daughter, FR 7 | 


na, Queen of Parthia. 
Cato ' Followers, 1 Celar 5 Followers. | 


5 CEN E near Utica | in the Palace bor. 
1 rified wy Fe Roman Governor. 
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— Arſeana and Phenicia. 


* 4 


0 M E, n Jet us wait on 
that Great Roman, 


— 


and Fortune 
In this moſt cruel Storm that 
threatens me 
. Cato, I wiſh, far from Arſenna 
0 f | | 2.55 mn eſcape :+ | 
at I know the Prince to whom I owe my Birch 
K ſunk from Empire; Arſaces is no more. 
Vrica hath _ Pharnaces enter here, | 
And all conſpire to add to my Diſgrace. 
\Phen. = t not the King of Fantus ( Madan) dying 


for you C5 
Be 


To him I will commit my felt 


— 
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And often renders us the Victims of the State. 


Wou' d have ,produc'd a Day of ſuch Misfortune? 
His noble Air attracted all my Eyes cou'd give: 


Wh 
2 CAT O f Utica. J 
Be. the happy Man Arſemna ſhou'd eſpouſem: JG 
Arſen. 174 N 35 ͤ;ĩ . iS Ju J 


E be : 
Phæn. Why are you troubl'd, Madam, for theſe Sight 18 
Which gainſt your Will may ſcape your Noble Breaſt; 
In yam you hide what your own Tears diſcloſe, 11 
Love is the Cauſe of this too lively Grief. ] 
Arſen. T've hitherto conceal'd my Weakneſs from you, 
How can I thus diſcover all my Paſſion ? "> # 
* im our Breaſts d ne'er without its Fears, 
'e're well repay'd for all our Greatneſs, 
When:t deprives:uswt: the Choice we make, 
And leaves us not to govern, ev'n our ſelves. 
Our Love, though Innocent, looks as uſurp' d, 


OG 
1 vw 


f 


But ſince, Phænicia, I can tell my Soul to you; 

And make Confeſlion.of this ardent. Love: 

Think on that Man, who boldly ask'd tor Ceſar, 

My Father's Friend{hip; he's the Cauſe of all. 
Phen. He had indeed the Portrait of a Hero. 

The Parthians dazzled with his Grandeur 

Judg'd him a Sow'reign, rather than a Subject. OY 
Arſen. Cou' d I have thought a Moment, then ſo full } 

.of Charms, | 3 


— 
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When that bold Roman mounted firſt our Ramparts, 


His Mien Majeſtick, grac'd with ſuch a Pride, 
Carry'd the Victory o'er my tender Heart. 
With Tranſport I cou'd find out an his Looks, 
There was a Mortal, great as Gods themſelves. 
He emulates the Fortune of his Arms with Ceſar, 
And thus with Tears 1 feed my craving Paſſion. ; 
Phen. Why, Madam, yield you up your .Heart ti 
Love, 15 4 ER: A 
When as you know not yet your Conqueror? F 
Arſen. _— whom the Fates have deftin*d to com 
mand, 3 5S þ 
Are known by ſome peculiar Signs, 
That Nature torm'd — the ir Diſtinction; 
By Fortitude, or force of Genius. 
But ſee, where Cato comes, Phænicia, 
Who ſpite of all his Melancholy, 


* 3 
1 x 


JJ 
ivxes us a ſtrong Impreſſion of his Wiſdom. 
FHe's more than Hero ſure ; on whom the Gods 
5h; ?IScem to pour their Store of all Misfortunes. 
ag He ingly does oppoſe the Jealous Gods, 


? HHimſelt, a hundred times more glorious, ----— 


Enter Cato. 


Cato. Madam, I underſtand the angry Fates 
Io you are cruel, as they're to the Romans; 
For at Selexcia, in the midſt of Peace, 

HArſaces ſaw his Death reſolv'd on: 

come not, Madam, to remeve your Tears, 

Too well you know to triumph o'er Misfortunes, 
And in that noble Form 3 bears, 

Y always thought I ſaw a Roman Soul. 

But the ſad Death of once a pow'rful King 
Hath left a haughty People ſubject to your Laws. 
Will you preſerve that ſacred Union, | 
Hrſaces with us on the Altar ſwore? "P14 
23 Arſ. My Lord, I will, and that the People of Fe 
o full 4 phrates : * . 

For ever keep a laſting Peace with Rome; | 
Nay, will for you do more than &er my Father did ; 
Put, mention not the Marriage with Pharnaces. 
Cato. Why, Madam? 

3 Arſen. Long time my Father and the Romanus, 
Advanc'd their Forces for a dreadful War: 
Lou know the ill Succeſs of Craſſus's Troops, 
But not Pharnaces trayt'rous Heart; 

ho ſeeing all his Efforts baffled by the War, 


yOu, | 


Its, 


> Fontriv'd to Aſſaſſinate Pacorus | 
jeart y Brother, the laſt Bleſſing of my Father's Bed. 
My Brother, whoſe dear Memory I retain, 

Was then the Terror of the 8 Princes, 


Cato. I was ignorant of that horrid Crime, 

But am too ſenſible of your 7 Grief. 

Arſen. Don't you believe th 8 was barb'rous 
h which Pharnaces had his hong # and? 
fe carefully conceal' d this ſecret Murder; 

Dr yeſterday I heard it of the guilty Wretch, 
Givi B Wh6 


2 


Who ſhed Pacorus's Blood---- 


When I devote my ſelf to be the Victim. A 


© 


CATO of Utica. 


Yer ne'ertheleſs the Parthians are at Peace, 
And I am fated to Pharnaces Bed, | 
This King, perfidious as he was, came to our Court, 
When *ſtead o e, my Heart burnt with Diſdain; 
Yet I, my Lord, th' unhappy Victim, was 
To Rome conducted, for this hateful Match. 
The Romans diſagreeing with the Parthians, 
I ſaw my Fears were happily o'recaſt, a 
Ceſar's Succeſs, and Pompey's Overthrow, 
Detain'd Pharnaces in his own Dominions, 
And forc'd me hither in Purſuit of you. 
He comes to Marry me, I've Cauſe to fear, 
When though with Rage he be tranſported, 
Sure he'll not dare an Act of Violence. 

Cato. This Village offers you a Sanctuary, 
A Sanctuary, where Cato is himſelf retir'd ; 
From groaning Rome, and from the Capitol in Flames, 
Here to reanimate expiring Liberty. | | 
The Soldiers following my Exam le, 
Chiefly in Virtue's Cauſe ; now Guard our Ramparts ; 
7 which was too oft diſpers'd, but to alarm 
s here our ſole Companion and Support. | 
I have with Care aſſembled here a Senate, 
In Numbers of leſs Force, but more in Concord; 
Here, real Virtue reigns, which only's left us ; 
A Monarch here's more free, than on a Throne. 
On your fide Juſtice waits; baniſh your Fears, 
And like the Romans, now depend on me; 
My Deſtiny is to oppoſe all Crimes, 
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Arſen. Ah, Sir! remove this hateful Object from you, 
Your Life's ſo precious to th' unhappy Romans, | 
The awful Thunderer in Heaven 
Is not more ſought, than, Cato is on Earth. 3 
But preſently Pharnaces will be here:  F 
A Tyrant's Looks will too much Wound my Eyes. LExit. 4 

Cato. I find in her Defence new Pleaſures dawn, 
In her, my Daughter Portia lives again, 
I have examined every Feature, | 
But ſee, Phocas and a Parthiay there: 
What wants he with me? | 


| CATO of Utica. 5 


Enter Phocas and Artaban. 


2 5 
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: PFhyucas. This is the Day at laſt, that calms our Fears, 
Aud an unlook'd for Succour joyns us. 

When men had extinguiſhed his bright Torch, 
Tou then, Sir, had an Tatant Daughter, 

hom Craſſus's Wife brought up and educated. 
luft on the Borders of Arſaces Kingdom, 

43 lbe Parthians ruſh'd from ev'ry hide upon us, 
And ſtorm'd the Fort to which we fled for Refuge; 
All periſh'd by the Fury ,of the Conqueror, 
3 1 only *ſcaping, ſav'd by a generous Parthian, 
Came hithcr, full of Sorrow to inform you. ; 
Cato. Why doſt thou remind me of that fatal Image, 
And Portia dying midſt the Slaughter? | 
2 Pho. Yet I'm perſuaded, Sir, that ſhe, that Portia, 
Lour Daughter, now enjoys the Breath of Lite. 
Cato. My Daughter! What ſayſt thou 
Pho. You ſee that I, as well as you, 
Am much ſurpriz'd: But, Artahan, Sir, 
3Wiom I have here brought with me, 

Will quickly gate voor denbting Mind. 
Tas he, who in the Terror of the Battle 
Snatch'd me from Danger, with the kindeſt Hand, 
hat now comes to inform you of Arſaces Death. 
3 Artab. Arſaces had but one unhappy Daughter 

#I row the fair Proſpect of a beauteous Princets, 
AV hom, Sir, I ſaw expiring in his Arms, 
Ihe Parthiaz Crown at that time was unſettled, 


W 


His Arms triumphing o'er the Romans then. 
Heaven, as approving his Deſigns, and Victory, 
Committed Portia Captive to his Hands, 

As ſhe was like Arſenna in her Features, 

Her Native Beauty, Air, and equal Youth, 

T preſented her to the King, who inſtantly 
Named her after his late deceaſed Daughter. 


B 2 : T his 
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This Letter, which in dying he took care to write 1 
May yet inform you better, ---------- | 4 

Artaban gives a Letter to Cito-. 

Cato reads. | 


Arſ. aces to Cato. 4 ; 

| . 2 [ 

Shou d be too cruel in Dying, to cenceal your Daugh- | $ 

ter from you, who by her ſhining Virtue merits all I 

your Love. Know your own Blogd in Arſenna, and 

if to ſecure the Repoſe of Mankind, Portia muſt ve a So- F 

vereien, let her crear my Crown. þ ] 

Artab. Confider with your ſelf whether her Birth f V 
Muſt be deelared, or kept a Secret yet : _ 

Let me know; I ſhall obey your Orders. [Exit 1A 


Cato. What, does my own Blood offer to my Hate? 
What, muſt a Foe to Kings be Father of a Queen? 


Gods! do ye juſtify the Guilt of Ceſar? 3 

Wou'd ye tie the Romans to his Chariot? 1 
By you my Daughter is reſtored me: of 
A Mark of your Diſdain, to blaſt my Honour; FL 
It I have any Pleaſure in remeimnbring ber, 1 

Her Fate deſtroys and changes it to Sorrow. AL 
How ſhou'd ſhe pleaſe Cato with a Crown? Le. 
Rome torbids it, if my Blood could conſent, I 
Nature would at the cruel Inſtant, ſtart? @ ( 
And make me, of a Father once too tender ; 7 


A Roman Criminal. ---------- i 1 
Oh, that my Daughter weu'd renounce this Grandeur! Th 
Come let us haſte and trample on her Diadem. - $4 
Phe. What? When Heaven without doubt, to fave In 
the Romans, f g 
Has kindly placed this Scepter in our Hands, 
You well know our Misfortunes ; Hope that Utica 
May then preſerve what all Africk cou'd not ; 40 
And that Rome baniſhed within theſe Walls, „ 2; 
May with us oppoſe a barbarous Tyrant. f 
Aſſiſtance muſt — had, or Innocence 
In vain will ſtruggle under unjuſt Power. 
Portia tor our Liberty may arm 
The numerous Squadrons of a warlike People. 


Inform: . 


CATO of Utica. 7 

Inform your Daughter of her Birth and Blood, 

2 And let her Govern to ſubdue a Rebel. | 

© The Gods have 7 it in our Power to ſecond them, 

Outo. Who offer us ſuch bountiful Aſſiſtance. | 
Cato. What enormous Project's this? Doſt thou think 
That to preſerve our ſelves, a Crime is lawful? 
Forbear ſuch frivolous, diſhoneſt Hopes. 

uoh- Shall we ſupported by a Power uſurp'd, 

ts all Dire to puniſh Tyranny leſs guilty. 

and A Beware leſt we provoke Heaven againſt us. 

4 So- 3 Rather let Utica in Flames ſerve for our Funeral Pile, 
2 Juſtice alone can move me in this Cauſe : 
Ihe Gods diſhonour'd in the Titan War, 


th {Without a Fault knew how to puniſh that Pre- 
—_ ſumption. | 
Exit. As the Immortals were alike unhappy, | 
? Wh han they, ſhou'd linquiſh Virtue? 
ate? 3Why, more than they, ſhou'd we relinquiſh Virtue: 
? _ * Pro, Is not the Queen of Parthia's Rank then 
be: lawful ; | 


ZTwas Heaven's doing, that is free from Sin: 
Af 't ſhou'd appear Unjuſt, *ris' not for us 
Flo meaſure out the Juſtice of the Gods? 
Wie muſt conſent to all that they Ordain, 
Nor dare to murmur or retuſe their Aid. 
Termit a Sacrifice to ſmoak upon their Altars, 
That you may know, what 'tis the Fates decree. 
Cato. Who I? Pd open firſt the deftin'd Victim, 
Jo nnd what Duty tis the Gods Command, | 
While they inſpire my Heart with firm Reſolves; 
deur ! The Love of Juſtice and ſubſtantial Glory; 
By their Immortal Pow'r enlighten me, 
to fave And tell me, I muſt ſtill be true to Virtue. 
Romans were born for to defend their Rights 
Againſt th' oppreſſive Violence of Kings. 
Phat, though a Crown is offer'd to our View; - - 
Jo ſhew how much we ought to flight the Tender); 
Let us avoid accepting unjuſt Aid, 
T 1s only Virtue muſt preſerve our Lives. | 
We'll boldly March-againſt a Tyrant Conqueror, 
And place our honeſt Hopes above Deſpair, - 
FMarleſs to merit by a baſe Remorſe, | 
We'll thew our Bravery, and puniſh Ceſar. | 
Inform » B 3 ; Here 


8 CATO y Utica. 


Here comes Pharnaces; now to my Daughter. 
Let Artaban be careful to conceal her Family. 
III give her now her true Paternal Name, 
And ſee how much her Virtus anſwers Cato's. 


Enter Pharnaces. 


| Cato. When we were ſeiz'd with terrible Alarms, 
| Our Arms and Juſtice both made Slaves to Fortune, 
if Scipio and Fuba being overthrown ; 
| Ceſar has been allow'd to triumph in his Crimes, 
0 But ſince, my Prince, our laſt Effort is Courage, 
i Which only can repair our Sufferings ; 
Hi Firmnels excludes all Fear from Roman Hearts, 
iſh And in the greateft Dangers makes us Victors. 
6 Phar. Ally'd, Sir, to the Romant from my Birth; 
'l From them Pve ſorm'd Reſolves within my Soul. 
i You know that Cæſar hath ſubdued my Kingdom, 
Nl But yet I have ſome Friends and Soldiers left, 
i Who with my Navy at the Port of Utica, 
Are ready to make good our Lois in Africk. 
f Cato. The Tyrant comes againſt us; and now, Prince, 
1 We ſoon ſhall ſee our Walls beſet on all ſides: 
| This is the time to puſh for Victory, 5 
ö To bleſs our Arms once more with Glory. „ * 
ö Phar-. Do you Command, I call the Gods to witneſs, An 
| That before your Eyes Pharnaces will | 8 C 
With Cato Conquer, or with Cato Die. 0 
But you're no Stranger that the Nuptials | 
With the Queen, Ar/enna, muſt complete my Fate, 
F'er Rage produces in my Breaſt Revenge : 
Allow me this. -—----- 3 
5 cato. It muſt no more be thought on. 
Phar. What ſay you, Sir? 
Cato. You think the is a Queen. 
Phar. Who doubts it $ 
Cato. No, Prince, the is a Roman. 
Judge, now you know her, it our Laws allow 
Our Families to be ally'd to Kings. 
Phar. What is t 1 hear, ye cruel Gods? 


Ha ! ris ſome Stratagem - 


f CAT O off Utia. 
i've feen the Crown upon Arſenna's Head; 
Z You, faithful Romans, cannot ſay this. 

Cato. Her Birch's but juſt come to her Father's Know- 


2 


A ledge, 2 
But it ſhall inſtantly be publiſhed, 
And by my Orders ſpread throughout Utica. | 
7 Phar. Take my Advice, and don't diſcloſe this Secret, 
5, Which may produce moſt ſorrowful Effects. 
I., by embracing Pompey's ſinking Cauſe, 

Now from his Rival ſee my Crown uſurp'd: 
My Power reduc'd to a few feeble Ships, 
And my poor Fortune toſs' d on capricious Waves. 
Fet by my Marriage with Arſenna, 
I might ſtill regain a mighty Empire. TY 
Vain Attempt ! why ſhould I ſerve ungrateful Men 
*$hew yourſelves otherwiſe, in truſting me. 
et Arſenna reign, or I abandon Utica, 
And the fad Ruins of your Commonwealth. 
Cato. Go Prince, away, Rome that ſpeaks in me 
Shall never ſtoop ſo low to entreat a King. 


4 


ince, 1 Znier Fælix. 


Felix. The Fields are cover'd Oer with Cæſars Troops, 
They attempt to ravage Utica by Force, 

And make you ſubject to their Arbitrary Will. 

Cato. Let us repel their Force by Roman Pewer, 

Fo ſhew that we can help ourſelves without a King: 
Gato, as well as Cæſar, bids you yield, Z 

Nor tears your Threats to diſappoint his Virtue ; | 
Wo! he's another Foe to ſtruggle with. Exit Cato. 
7 Phar. Shall I not puniſh the Difdain and Pride, 
This Roman with his Vanity affects? 

mg wel ſtop the Ardour of my Rage, 
will obey the Tranſports that I feel, 

Ind thus without Delay, or vain Complaint, 
Make ſure of Hymen, and Arſenna's Crown. 
Nay, I will ſacrifice. -- ö 
Felix. Whom, Sir ? 

Phar. Cato. 


P bay, 
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Phar. Thus far I've born it under Friendſhip's Veil: . 

J hate the Romans ; now Revenge breaks forth. = Fg 

Hear me, and know the Son of Mithridates : f 

If I have ſerv'd the Romans gainſt a Father, 

His Scepter was juſt tumbling into their Hands; 

Vanquiſh'd and overwhelm'd before with Age. 

By many vain Efforts he ſhew'd his Weakneſs, 

And I willing one Day to graſp at tull Revenge, 

With Pompey torm'd a ſtrict Alliance, 

Hoping that Diſcerd which had long time reign'd 

Wow deal amongſt them her xnpartial Blows ; 

And that th' exhauſting of their Strength by War 

Might free me from the Victor's heavy Yoke. 

But, Felix, the Succeſs hath fince betray'd me, 

And I myſelf am made the Roman's Victim. 

Cato by his Diſcourſe -------- What is't I fay ? 

I muſt be huſh'd for ever ------------ J 7. 

And bury in my Breaſt this Myſtery. | | 

I will, on my part, ſend Arbates and Timeon 

To offer Cæſar, Cato's Forfeiture : : 

As a Reward, I will demand my Throne, 

Thus to myſelf ſecure a double Diadem: 

Secure myſelf of Glory. Come, let us go. By 

Vice, when ſucceſsful, bears the Face of Virtue.  ' 7 
Felix. Think you, Sir, that Cæſar will conſent to it? | yy} 


You muſt ſubmit to his victorious Arm: All 
Conqueſt affords no Pleaſure to his Soul, Ha) 
If he ro vanquiſh wants another's Aid. -T 
Oft, in his time, he laid his Projects deep h 
To ſhed the Blood of Pompey, moſt unfortunate, Me: 
And Ptolomy, at laſt, receiv'd his Death = 1 
For ns clear'd the Victor of that Crime. Abe 
Phar. The Motive was more ſecret for his Death, Vie 
The Earth was of a Tyrant freed 8 Un 
The like Chaſtiſement was prepar'd for both; cha 
Cæſar, at that time, feigning to revenge his Rival, But 
March' d out an Army to th' Egyptian Confines, Virt 
And fav'd his Lite by taking Profomy's. | Ane 
For me, I need not fear the like Return. | C. 
By ſerving him, I only imitate the Gods, | | D 
And with em am aſſiſting to his Fortune. | C. 


The Crime is rooted ſure, I only ſtrengthen it, 


Since 


it? 


SAT (  .1 
Since he can ſacrifice to his Ambition all, 
I ought to hope all good from Cat's Death. 
Pl go, nor liſten to a timorous Innocence, 
III go, lize Ceſar to regain my Power, 
And thereby purchaſe both a Throne and Peace. 


End of the firſt Act. 


To 8 8 3 8 8 8855 
4c % n | 
Enter Domitius and Phocas. 
s it not here, Phocas, that Cato is to 
e come? 


Phoc. Domitius, yes; you may 
expect him. 


ceal 
= great s rize, you're ſent by Ceſar hither. 
11] he conſent to finiſh this dire War, | 
Which hath too long oppreſs'd the groaning Earth ; 
All Climes within the Circuit of the Sun 
Have felt too much the ſad Calamities of Blood? 
Dom. Th' Affair which brought me hither ſhall be 
told to Cato. 
Mean while, let the fair Queen of Parthia know, 


Pallas intreats a ſecret Conference 


ince 


About important Bus'neſs he has to reveal. LEx. Phocas. 
Victorious Cæſar midſt his rough Alarms, | 


Unbends his Mind to ſofter Thoughts of Love. 


Charm'd with the Queen, in Secret he adores her: 
But, I ſee Cato; and at his awful Preſence [Cato Enters- 
Virtue ſeems ſtamp'd upon my very Soul, 
And I confeſs an inward Veneration. 
Cato. Well, Domitius, what have you to ſay? 
Dom. Cæſar commanded me to inform you, Sir: 
Cato. What! Ceſar commands, and you obey ? 
Dom. Yes, Sir. | 
Cato. 
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Eier gave the Conſul ſhip into his Hands ? 


Wou'd make me ſinother, or N. ail Friend hip. 


Cato. Vile Slave: hold, it. is enough. 
Too much you do diſgrace your glorious Anceſtotrs, 
Who, like me, only had the Gods for Maſters. 
Is't poſſible the Blood of noble Brutus | 
Should not convey the Shadow of his Vertue down! 
He, wearied as he was, with Tyranny, - 
Had never baniſh'd ſhamefully the Kings of Rome, 
But to leave you and Rome to its own Choice. 
Domitius, was you born a Roman, 
That you barter thus your Laws for Slavery ? EO 
Dom. I obey the Conſul, is that a Crime? 
Cato. Ah! ask the Tyrant, who oppreſſes us? 
If Rome at Liberty, the People and the Senate 


He takes Delight in puniſhing Mankind, 
Enflaving Rome, and trampling on the World. 
Dom. You ſtick too cloſe to Envy's baſe Detraction, Not! 
And thinking to reſtore Equality 5 as 
Wou'd fain eclipſe the Luſtre ot great Ceſar. hal] 
Sir, as a Roman, I love Liberty, | | 

And call the Gods to witneſs, who-e'er attempts 

To rob us of that Jewel, I'd refit. — 

This Arm would ſave it, and my juſt Rage 7 5 


1 pay Obedience, Sir, without a Crime. 

The vanquih'd Cauſe no longer now is-lawful, 

It you apptove't ; *tis from a generous Mind 

That always ſhares with the Untortunate. | 
Cato. You know not yet, who 1s your Maſter. 

Without a Veil the Victor dares not ſhow himſelf, 

If over me he triumphs, you know belt : 

But you'll in vain repent the Occaſion, 

The wiltul Criminal ne'er ſeeks Repentance, 

Till he's a Slave, and under hard Oppreſlion. 

Tyrants to enjoy, and to ſecure their Peace 

Always, firſt puniſh thoſe that made em ſo, 

Tis time for you to tremble ----------- : => 
But, tell me now, What Bus'neſs brought you hither ? 
Dom. Here, Ceſar wou'd*inform you ot a Secret 

Uſeful and honourable, both to Rome and you. 
Cato. Let him * I agree, What Hoſtage does 
he ask © 


Dom.] 


- © 


CATO of Utica. 

Don. Cato's Virtue is a ſuthcient Pledge, 
Pharnaces is only to be ſuſpected. 

Cato. Phannaces, in Itica, is under my Command, 
his Palace is a Fort diſtin& from that, 
zuarded by Romans; hard to be attack'd. 
Pharnaces now is gone to view the Port; 

is Soldiers quart' ing near the Haven fide, 
are not ſo much as penetrate this Place; 
Howe'er, we ſhall obſerve Pharnaces's Troo 

ere in the Fort, Ceſar may truſt himſelf, f 
Vithout his entring Uzzca, or any Danger. 
f from before the Fort he ſends his Cohorts, 
Pharnaces's inſtantly ſhall quit the Port 
And fo our Interview will equally be ſafe. f 
n obſcure Minds, ſometimes a Light breaks out. LAſide. 
\t my Survey, th' Impoſtor's Mask falls off, 

othing ſhall move the Heart of Cato, but pure Virtue. 
et Cæſar know, his Words tho much abounding, 


hall ne'er blind Cato, as they have Domitius. LEx. Cato. 
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on, 


nter Arſenna. 


Arſen. I am told, Domitius, Ceſar loves Arſenna : 
ell him again, his ſpecious Love is fruitleſs. 
know not where the Victor ſaw my Face, 
hat thoſe fe Charms which I poſſeſs ſhou'd pleaſe him. 
er me he cannot force a Conqueſt, „ 
ho' his Ambition's grown ſo very great, 
e dare not think to triumph over Love. 
vp ou'd he have my Scepter : 
Dom. *Tis his, who has Power to give them, 
ho at his Will depoſes Kings, or gives them Crowns. 
an then a Heroe, by whole mighty Arm | 
he World hath been ſubdu'd, be unworthy you? 
ou ſee, the Gods from whom he claims his Birth, 
ontent to ſhare with him in their own Pow'r ; 
d tho? they rule the glorious Worlds above, 
ave left this Earth to Ceſar's Government. 


Arſen. Begone, Domitius. See Pharnaces- 
[Exit Dom. 
ze does ? | 


ther ? 
x; - 


: E 
Dom. : nter 


= K Caro. of Ute. 


I yield myſelf a Slave 60. Hatred, and abborr thee. | 


| That all the World 0 know *rwas my Revenge. 


Fs; Pharnaces. £0 


Phar. Madam, be pleas'd.to hear me. | 
Arſen. Are you come to increaſe my Sorrows ?. 


% 


The Remembrance of a Brother makes me weep. 


Phar. She is not yet a ee with her Birth, 


On the Knowledge of which my All depends. Lede. 


Lou ſee * Madam 
Cato and Rome conſpi 
Fu wou'd deprive det of your Royal Throne. 
My ſervices have nade them thus ungrateful, 


fir'd with ning ; S 5 


ire againk 1 


My Fleet and Soldiers are prepar'd to d us. 
To Pontus Shore, or Tanke! Kin 9 | 
Arſen. Is Cato's baſe Accuſer to e credited? | | 
5 eat, good Man's Deſigus can ne'er e mes 
uy a. of Virtue is a Scourge to 11 
I —— whom tis I ſhou'd 425 of Fraud: 
He whoſe Tongue's ſo ready at Evaſions, 


7 
N 
1 
T 
B 
T 
Let's fly and diſappoint their black Attempts. 1 — 
* 
Al 
Ha 
My 


And wou'd from hence ſeduce me privately. 


Alas ! how this Suſpicion = hts'you F ; 
Th unjuſt Accuſer is the guilty Wretch. | F 
Pharn. And 35 2 5 d I, who need but 1 Ti 
F 5 

Truckle thus — 25 to diſſemble with 1 

| Arſen. You reckon on your Right of 250 e , Th' 
But when I was engag'd to ſign 15 Contr I zese. 
I was a Stranger to the ſecret Practices TIS 
In which thou Traytor had defild th Hands. | Can 


In vain the guilty Man conceals his Crimes, 

When uu Time brings Res to open Light; 
I 1 thy Guilt. An | ſowe fatal Change 
Drag me from Empire to 17 dathſome Dun 18 | 
Ma he great Gods pour on. my Head their e Fe, 
If 1 eſpouſe th Aſailine of my Brother ! " 


Eternal Pleaſure wou'd fit eaſy on my Soul, 
If by thy Puniſhment my Power was prov d, 


[ Exit. Arſen 
Pharnace 


1 5 
4 I 175 8 14 * 43 911 


„ | Vheromes alone, BAER 


; 45 io! iz 17 DNA 

Pharn. Shall. 1 Wich Patencs bear her 20 

Then of aer dare me td my Face, tad e 

No; I will humble this qo. erer mage> 75109 207 

I (ee what now ſupports her aud Nie 81 

ide. Tis Cato s Boaſt of fanſied Aber 5 14 
x The haughty veel here thinks harter 1 dane: : 4 

But Heav'n itſelf ſhall not afford à Refu 2 =} 

To ſhelter her, {rom my juſt -Indignationg '* | - gp. 

I ſhall behold her ſhortly trembliig knee! 

To waſh, my py gy bans ev 3 ow ane Cong 

I'll facrifice- all VII 1 7 80 5 

And to Rémotſe 2 Amy ill Tera. | 555 - 

Had F committed the moſt 3 Gui, 19 el 

me; MV . N 1 Lite bad balant' d.! 5 . 


"Enter Felis q FE „ 
Felix. AJ, 117 of ee per mode, . 
|  Pharn. Wh 8 
and Tig. Roma Sees run * e ne; 
ö Romans undiſguie d rum ta che Gate, 
Embrace their Friends who ſeap' d the Givil . I 
2 | And: ſenhbly;bewait Ae Migfortunes; vs 
en} ITh' "anhaphy: Fuer ammd Again ehe Sonn . 
Izegins to weep) he fought ſo der an Eneiny; q 57 04 
They gape- for: Peace, Whoſe i . aus 
Can only recompenſe the Hlood they ſpilt. | 
Phars. Doth ow you approve. Ada an ink | 


Can by Cat's Detth, ſecure the Empirs e hin 
\re they 8 d? ARK hens 
Flix. No, Sir; nor 620 I. gb ( Ane more ” © 
£1580 hs etain * chem in hif Carty d bog: 8 ER 
. Pharn. Believe me, Felix, there's no —_ loſe, 
tica ſhall feeł my vengeful Rage! 5 P 
„ >. By ſudden Slanghter lf eſcape 'the Siri! 8 
Tm hich Fate ſeems gath ring to pour on my * 
Felix. Ne- the Romans watch ar acrowiy, 


acc ; * | | | . 
oY 1} 6 Phavs; 


ace, 
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Pharn. The Fraud I've llily cover'd o'er with Art, 

A ſecret Foe ſecurely meets Revenge, 

And Wiſdom's oft by Artifice deceiv'd : 

You'll ſee it, Felix. The obſcure Turnings 

And Situation of theſe Walls are known to me ; 

For when oppreſs'd by my too furious Father, 

I learn'd them, flying here to avoid his Blows, 

The ſteep and craggy Rock that flanks the Fort 

Keeps out the Sea, and beats its Bjllows back; 

The Waters daſhing on its ſides have hew'd 

A Paſſage which is Shelter *gainſt a Storm. 

There we may ſecretly conceal ſome Ships. 

You know this Night, by the contending Waves, 

My Fleet hath been diſpers'd along the ſhots, | 

And many of my Ships, ſcarce ſay'd from ſinking, 

Have happily put ſafe into this Port. | 

*Tis yet a Secret, and I'm come to learn 

How I may go with Privacy aboard, 

Follow'd by armed Men to put therein; 

Then ſuddenly III ſeize theſe peaceful Walls, 

The Guards ſhall be the Victims of my Hate, 

Cato III ſacrifice, and force the 8 

Then with fierce Rage deſtroy thole tow'ri 
Felix. May Heav'n, who is of Kings the great A- 

u. Venger, 21: - | 

Grant you Succeſs in this moſt glorious Enterprize : 

And may your Fortune anſwer your Deſires ; 

So you poſſeſs the Palace without Boodſhed, 

The Guard abandons it, and to the Town retires, 

The Cauſe unknown : Bur gractous Ceſar 

Hath withdrawn his numerous Legions, 

And pitch'd his Tents on yonder diſtant Plain. 
Phiry. Return to Utica, and while my Arms 

Surprize the Palace without Noiſe or Tumult; 

alert with my faithful Warriours, _ | 

With Sword in Hand to make the Entrance ſafe : 

And when the blazing Ramparts are our own, 

Cato's intriguing Head ſhall wait on Ceſar. 

Thou art the Man thy Maſter honours with 
Felix. Amaz'd ! but I will readily obey my Prince, 

And tremble, not ſo much to die for you, 


4s I ſhall dread to forfeit your Diſpleaſure. | 
| Pharn: 


Ramparts. 


Ir 
his Choice. 


Ca/ 


3 

To 

Beli 
C 
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Pharn. A Subject's Duty is to ſerve his King, 
- But thou ſhalt ſhare with me, my Fortune. 
Pe lure that you be ſecret and diſſemble, 
Leſt by your Rage, we loſe our iweet Revenge. 


End of the Second Ad. | 
ce cr k r r r r . Er Et r 
1 A 


HE Truce, Domitivs, in this Pa- 
ae ben,, „ 
'Stead of Expoſing, gives me free 
2 Acceſs. | 
My Care for Cato's Safety brought 
P32: "HEL me hither, 
Fut can't I firſt ſpeak with Arſenna ? 8 
Tom. Yes, Sir : You only waut to ſee her Charms, 
To be more ſenſible of her Piſdain. 
parts. Believe me, Sir. -- 
t A- Ceſar. My Paſſion is fincere, +--------t-- 
And when we offer honourable Love, 
A Heroe may with Juſtice pay his Vows. 
It ſhe continues to deſpiſe wy Flame, 
As J love Nothing more than Glory, . 
I know well how to rule this 2 Heart. 
Love binds not Heroes to his Altars. 
Cæſar, by Loving, is not leſs Cæſar. | 
But, dear Demitius; Haſt thou told the Queen 
Who 'tis I am, a Roman, and a Conqueror? 
Knows ſhe, there's none that's under my Command, 
No Soldier, but what's worthy of a Kingdom? 
Dom. Your Love, and the great Fame of all your Deeds, 
The mighty Rank yon bear, can't move her Heart. 
But the propitious God of War, this Da 
Will recompenſe the Hardſhips of your Love; 
ince, Th' unfortunate Remains of ompey s Party | 
Shall yield for ever * to your Orders. 


| 2 % Cc F 5 
Pharn NE: 


Ceſar. W _ I'am ſure to triumph, how I hold my 
ands ? | 
And rather with the World would love than fear me; 
When we. may mom who c'er we pleaſe, and punith || 
runes 
How great it is to ſtifle our Revenge * | 
The Glory of the Romans is not to be Victors, 
But to rule the Hearts of thoſe they conquer; 
Cefar, beyond all Thought abhorrs to deal.in Blood; 
Ils Mercy always is above: his Rage, | 
| 15 Heaven, be gractous now to my Deſigns. 
ho e, in Cato, to o'etcome all Rome. 
This 1s the only Favour I dare claim. 
Doin. The Queen approaches, Sir. 
Ca ſar. It is enough; attend me. 5 
What noble Pride! Cou'd the World's ſpacious Empire. 
Re. better plac'g, than in ſuch pow'rſul Hands : 


SSS Æ⏑ A 


—— — 
We) 
Ho. 


Enter Arſenna.. 


Arſen. Gods | What Voice is that I hear © 
Tis the {ame Roman I dream not ſure. 
Ceſar, Why are you at the Sight of me ſurpriz d?“ 
Do you condemn an endleſs Paſſion, . Madam? 
Arſen. Sir, I have ſeen you = oy Father's Court, 
For Cæſar, ſuing great 4rſaces Friendſhip, 
Rut, I believe, tis Ceſar here I ſee. 
Ceſar. *Tis he himſelf that now approaches you. 
Arſen. Who-ever, Sir, you be ------ doubt not my 
| Love. [ Aſide. 
You burn not with a common Paſſion. F 
No other Man than Cæſar could have charm'd me thus. 45 
Ceſar. My Heart firſt learn'd to love you at Seleucia, 


Hated, purſu'd by Rivals in my Glory, * : 
It I ha any Hope, *twas 8 Victorious. / 4 q 
All my Exploits were Crimes, before their Eyes; 0 6 
They ſought te puniſh Caſar for his Actions. < 
Long time, unknown, I travell'd o'er the World, O's 
Reſolv'd to kindle, or put out the Fire of War; ws 
The Parthians, obſtinate to ſerve me, ay of 
Vow'd to {ſupport my watchful Enemies; C F | 


Diſcovering on Euphrates Banks mylelf, 


Ready 


— 
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Ready to engage, I turn'd again on that 
Ungrateful Nation, ------------- 
Thunder and Terror march'd before my Banners, 
And I gain'd Honours, which I ne'er enjoy'd. 
A piercing Fear ſtill prey'd upon my Vitals, 
Yet Glory forc'd me to devour my Fears. 
The Abſence of Arſenna from my Eyes, 
Made in the midſt of all Succeſs, ev'n Ceſar ſigh. 
But I am touch'd yet with feverer Pangs, | 5 
When I behold the Beauty I adore: 1 
Il fancy cold Diſdain: moſt ſad Return! | 
Is ſo much Love requited with ſuch Hate? T2 | 
Arſen. Oh! that you knew the Cauſe of all my Grief! 
The more I gaze, the more my Woe increaſes. 
And it I durſt retrench ſuperfluous Words, 
ire MI now perceive I can no longer. hate you. | 
ars. Ceſar. What unexpected Sound is this! what vaſt 
Surprize ! | | 
You hate not then the Conqueror that loves you? 
he World by me ſhall gain Proſperity, 
nd I, by you, my Queen, all Happineſs. 
Arſen. Wretch, that I am! how I've betray'd my Love? 
4 2> Fou know the Secret that I Would conceal. 
las! I muſt no longer now diſſemble 
rt That I love you: This Flame which here at Utica 
" [Breaks out, was kindled on Exphratesr's Banks. 
The Inſtant that my Eyes beheld you firſt, 
L ty ealy Virgin Heart yielded to Love; 
© my er this is certain, when I knew your Flame, 
Aſide N Soul gave itſelf up to raging Tranſport. 
Fut could I know the Object of my Vows, 
thus, Nas Cæſar then, burning with equal Fire; 
y Hate was the Effect of too much Paſhon, - 
y Soul conteſted *gainſt myſelf tor Ceſar. 
y Conſtancy, my Folly, or the Gods | 
ade me deteſt that which I lov'd moſt dear. 
Cæſar. What Happineſs is this ! that Ceſar pleas'd you. 
ove hath done more for me than War can do. 47 
ve conquer'd Rome, you triumph over me. 
ay Hymen now engage you to my Arms, 
is Torch ſhall cer be lighted up with Glory, 
ad Love, and Conqueſt be its bright Supporters. 


"I 
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My Actions here on Earth have gain'd me Envy, 


7 


May Happineſs in Heav'n create the ſame. 


\ 
I 
Let us to Rome, and Spight of all their Hate d 
Make Enemies to Kings, adore-a Queen. f 
Arſen. In Utica they're fill in Arms, * Y 
And tho' but weak, they cauſe me wond'rous Trouble. 
Ceſar. Pl conquer them with Mercy, my Arſeuna. I 
Arſen. May you be able, always to o'ercome.: T 
Would to Heav'n, Cato was ſenſible; In 
But the Heart of Cato is not to be. chang'd. N 
My Soul ſeems to divide between you both; D 
Your Glory moves me, and 1 fear his Danger; Fe 
A ſecret Inclination draws me-to bim. Ti 
I know not what it-is excites my Love, M 
Bur atter you, he's deareſt in my Eyes. w 
I beg that you wou'd finiſh this ſad War, Th 
And give up all, to eaſe the troubled Earth. Pre 
Adieu, Sir, Cato coines : finiſh the War, 
And think on this, that in the midſt of Peace 1 
Cæſur will always be the greateſt Heroe. 
Cf, A.. Depend aon me. Exit Arſen C 


; Ant 

: KEDS Inge 1 3s | Do 
--—---w------- I wiſh that in. this ſecret Interview: Tyr 
The Univerſe amaz'd, could look down on me! The 


And thou moſt intricate Euturity. 
Let's end the Miſeries of ſad Hiſperia, 
Let us conclude a Peace, I ask it ot you. | 
Come, that your Romans may return to Ron e, [To Cato 
And there enjoy the Bleſlings gain' d tor them: 
May they ſubdue their Tranſports ot Revenge, 
And we two; as a Mark of Friendſhip, be both 
Contuls. ---=------—-=— - F 10-1107» 

Cato. With what Afurance. dar'ſt thou offer me Rad 


The Conſulſhip, which /always was | Cæ, 
The People's and the Sonate's Choice? nd 
Think'ſt thou, by ſpecious Vice; to tempt my Virtue? I Ca. 
We'll have n6 other than a lawtul Peace. | Thin! 
No Kings, nor Chains. The taw,yny Africans, lad | 
Ceſar, ihould ſooner be the Roman's Death. 0u'c 


As long as Rome is under one Man's Rule, — Ha, 
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We are content thus to be baniſh' d Rome. | 
Reſtore it firſt to its juſt ancient Laws, 
No Arms or Soldiers; but go there like me, 
And let's ſee by the publick Cenſure, _ | 
v7 Who is werthy of Triumph, who of Death. 
ble. Cæſar. What am I guilty of? By the hardy German 
2na- I have made. the Roman Ame rere dl. 
The Seas oppoſe me, but with fecble-Barriers; | 
In our great Frontiers I encloſe the Ocean; . 
Nought but a partial Senate led by Pompey, 
Durit refuſe me the Honour of the Conkulthip, 
keigning by Peace to tie my Courage up; _= 
They as 2.Reebel, treated-me, and to load 
Me ſrl with more Injuſtice.-------- 
What I expected for my noble Toils, . 
The Conſulſhip, became a Prey to ev'ry Rival. 
Provok'd, inrag d, E had recourſe to War 
In vain ; the World all arm'd againſt me, 
I was the Scourge of my inſulting Foes, 
And now forgive them. What have I committed? 
Cate. Your only Object, Ceſar, is Revenge; 
And ſtill you keep your numerous Freeps on foet. 
When Pompey's Death compleated your — 
Do you then juſtify the Evils you commit? 
Jyrants bave always frivolous Pretexes. n 
Their Actions e'en belye che ir flatt ring Words. 
The Honour of the Conſulſhip was refuſed: vou: 
Lou was too powerful to govern well. b 
hat Reward was due to you? You was a great Man, 
anquiſh'd the Gals, and made Rome Priumph; 
Twas your Duty. Know that every- Citizen 
Owes to the State himſelf, but nought to him the 


Cato 


Pour Crimes are real, your Excuſe all Wan 
ne - ad you deſerve Capitolinus's Puniſhment. 
Leer. You forget, Cato, that Cœſur is the Victor, 
und that the Romans muſt rely on: Mercy. aa HE 
tue? Cato. Innocence unhappy, has no n of Pardon. 
| {hink, Ceſar, think upen thy Guilt: and Boldneſs 
Lad rather ask that thy proud Parricide. e 
10u'd be for. ever bury'd in Oblivion 
Pla, laying aſide his unjuſt Pride, 
va Proved 


Proved th' offended Romans Clemency. 

Imitate him, and your many horrid Crimes 

In favour of Rome's Peace ſhall be forgiven. 
Doſt thou not anſwer ? O my dear Conntry ! 
Thou haſt got yet exhauſted all his Cruelty. _ 
He ſtill reſerves for thee more dreadtul Wounds. 
Ist not enough to ſee the God's provok'd? 

Eagle oppos d by Eagle, Hate with Hate, 
And Roman Blood ſpilt by a Roman Hand? 
Heroes, who always were Supporters of the Laws, 
Suppreſs ev'n Nature, and deſtroy all Righ:, 

The Son deprive of Lite, the Author of his Birth, 
And Fathers whom when Young they cheriſh'd ; 
The trembling Mother running in between them, 
Expire before them, by their mutual Blows. 

Thou wilt reign * —----» 

Caine. And you will always 

Far from Rome ſpin out your Years in Sorrow. 
Always to be defeated, and by Roman Blood, 
Force us againſt our Will t imbrue our Hands; 
Yet you, an Enemy to War, retuſe Peace. 
Who ought to be accus'd of all theſe Ills? 

If Roman Blood's fo dear to Cato, | 
Why do you ſingly, then, oppoſe the Gods? 
Their Fayours have too often been declar'd for me, 
That the Deſtruction of my Enemies is ſure : 

I come to force you from your cruel Fare, 

And yet my generous Care to you ſeems Criminal. 
You wou'd impoſe your Laws on — 

But let me ve no regard to my own Glory. 
When at his Feet triumphant Hla ſaw 


His vanquiſh' d Perſecutors proſtrate laid, 


He without Shame cou'd quit the Empire's Weight; 
But Honour hinders my Conſent to your Deſires, 


Shou'd I appear to yield to my proud Foes : 


All wou'd be Fortunate, if all ſubmitted. 


Where-e'er I've born my Arms invincfble, 

No Blood nor Tears were needleſs (cen to flow. 
Rome ev'ry Day beheld her pompous Shows, 
And my too liberal Hand an Earneſt gave, 


That I wou'd make it happy in its Wiſhes. 


Ce to. 
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Cato. Rather ſeduce it. . 5 | 


raft is the Right that call'd you to the Empire, 
\nd vile Protuſenels brought thee Voices 


t Debtors preſs'd by hard Severity of Laws; 


hou haſt done good to make baſe. Uſe thereof. 
\ Tvrant's Virtue is F neceſſary Vice . 
heir Bounty veils itſelf to come at Cruelty, 


And they ſhon'd all be puniſh'd for their Favours. 


bl 


Cato» 


Ce/ar. Are not thele. haughty Words of yours, 
Raſhnels?- bo 
Do you nat know that Ceſar in his Anger 
May in an inſtant Cruſh you? ------ : *- 
Cato. Then Cato to be vanguilh'd -+----— 
Jas without Hopes, already liv'd too long. 
Cæſar. He muſt ſubmit to Fate. = 
Cato. My Fate is to be free. | 1 
Cæſar. You may hve happy on the Banks of Tybeyr.. - 
Cate. Tyber ought ne!er to ſge me on its Shore again, 
[1]] I have. freed its Streams by my Endeavours. 
Ceſar. By ſaving of your Lite, rather be diſtinguiſh'd. 
Cato. To hold it of a Tyrant, wou'd be ſhamelful, 
ut juſt Revenge ar Death is glorious. 
Ceſar. You injure Ceſar. 1 
Cato. I ſerve the Gods and Rams : 
Ceſar.The Gods in you ve diſſus' d too much of Fear, 
d have you own.their Voice in my Succets. 
Cato. There's in my Heart a never-failing Oracle 
f my Arm oppos'd the Orders of Fate, | 
ſhou'd not enjoy ſo profound a Peace, To 
ut by thy Puniſhment we'll reſtore it. 
or a new. Larqu:y there are many Brutus's 
Which have not yet ſubmitted to thy Yoke. 


Mct's of our ſelves ſpeak like our Anceſtors, 


hey baniſh'd Kings; we'll puniſh Traytors, 
Ceſar. This baſe Reproach of blackeſt Treachery, 
ay with the. Ally of virtuous Cato ſuit. 

ou on Pharnaces withaut doubt rely, 

hen know by ſecret Means he threatens you. 

wo Soldiers in my Camp are come from him, 

o make me Offers of juſt Cato s Lite. 

hey are now in Chains; order their Puniſhment, 

ad think, if I am worthy of your Hate. 


Cat 0» 


4 
1 
4 . 
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Cato. Ceſar, I ſwear this generous Treatment 
ould win me, were Ambition laid aſide: 
But it Pharnaces aim'd to take away my Life, 
His Cruelty wou'd with my Blood be ſated, 7 
But you have yet more Inhumanity. 
Ceſar. Who I? 
Cato. You, who would rob me of my Liberty. 
Ye Gods who are unſearchable ! can you ſuffer 
Deſigns of Tyranny in an Heroick Soul ? 
1 Ceſar J ought to hate. How great is my Deſpair, 
To be compell'd to act againſt my Duty! = 8 
I will reproach my ſelf witt't as a Crime, Cat 
To have a Value for a Roman Foe. 852 
But ſince Goodneſs ſucceeds ſuch Cruelty; 
| Sure Peace we may admit with Liberty to reign, 
| That in Profperity, Romans may fay, 55 3 any 
Ceſar's a Heroe, he o'ercame himſelf; 
| 
| 
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It he was odious to us once, now cheriſh him. 

Himſelf ſecur'd us from his fatal Blows, 

| Prepar'd for us a ſhameful Slavery, 

. But our Liberty's his nobleſt Work. | 

| In vain I ſhew to you ſuch ſhining Glory, 

| To you, Sin's Luſtre's more acceptable. 

| You ſay, that to the Gods you owe your Birth, 

[i And prove it only by your Violence. 

.Is*r ro renounce all kind Humanity, 

That to the Deity your Pride exalts you? 

If you are of their Race, make it appear, | Yet 1 

If you are not, be worthy being ſo. | 

We're like the Gods, but 'tis in Virtue only. 

Nothing can change your Reſolutions ; | 

P1! tell the Romans what you offer us, 

They with themſelves ought to decide their Lot; 

If they chuſe Slavery, I ſhall chuſe Death. [Ex. Cato, 
Ceſar. If I was not Ceſar, mighty Gods! I'd be ads 


hat wild, ungovernable Creature, Cato. Netu 
| | | 3 V hat 
End of the Third Act. pon reak 
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See r eee ee eee 
ACT Iv. 

Cato alone. 


H AT does no: Cæſar wait here 
8 my Return ? 
He frees me from an Object T 
| —_— .. 
I can't without ſome Horror 
bear his Sight ; 
It was a Violence to me to talk 
5 with him. f 
I would not ſee him but with Sword in Hand. 
Death. 


Cato. 


hat I might through his Breaſt make way to 
In vain, he tells me of Pharnaces's Plot ; 
n vain, he does oppoſe the threat'ning Blow. 
Nothing ſhall e'er 1 45 the ſtubborn Caro: 
Diſcord. hath pour' d down too much Poyſon. 
Hate only takes Poſſeſſion, and inſpires me, 
hat I can ſee nothing great in Ceſar. ; 
Let neither Dangers or ill Fortune can amaze him; 
e Khows both Low to vanquiſh and forgive. 
cre we allow'd to chuſe a Maſter, 1 
eſar, . might well deſerve to be him: _ 
gut he has trampled on theLaws,and pull'd down Kings, 
o make himſelt a Tyrant. ------——= 
o of the grown Man, is found moſt Guilty. 
ods! with what Pride our taithſul Romans, have 
detus'd a Peace ſo fatal to their Liberties! 
Vhat Bravery of Soul, and what Revenge, 
reaks out from ev'ry Common Soldier's Breaſt, 
| Ts to Heroe's in the Hopes of Battle? 
how powerful to the Romany is 
he Love of Rome to raiſe their Native Courage. 
ut Porta ought to know her Deſtiny; 3 
.C The mut Oh, here ſhe comes. How troubled 3s my 
Brealt 3 Wit 


8 


Cato. 
I 
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With what Diſorder does th' IIS Cato 
Be hold his Blood polluted with a Crown? 


Enter Arſe and, 


Arſen. I'm before Cæſar come unto this Place, 
To give a Peace, Sir, to theſe haraſs'd Countries, 
And terminate your ſad Misfortunes. 

My Fears are paſt : the ſhledding Roman Blood 
Hath caus'd too many Tears to be recall' d. 
Death on your Soldiers never caſt his Dart; 
But I was touch'd with cruel Strokes of Grief. 

I love the Romans, ey'n, be yond my Parthians ; 
In this, perhaps, I injure my High Birth, | 
That I, a Queen, ſhould love the Foes of Kings. 
But when I would purſue the Laws of Duty, 
My Heart frames frightful Apprehenſion +/+, 
As if I had renounc'd the Right of Nature: 

Cato. If Romans cou'd thus love one another, 
The Height of all our Ills wou'd ſoon be aflwgg'd: 
Your Heart exalts it ſelf above a Queen, 

The noble Sentiments are from a Roman Soul ; 
Without Offence you may declare them ſo, 
And Heaven hath taken care to juſtify em. 

Arſen. The Truce to Slaughter, ſhortly will give way 
This Day 't expires: be pleas'd to gain ſome longer 

came ;, 
Cæſar burns with the ſincereſt Paſſion. 
For Arſenna. 6 
Cato. What, Madam! | 


| Arſen. Towards you, I will diſpoſe his Heart, 0 : 
Fortune hath giv'n to me a ſpacious Empire, Whus 
My Throne way ſatisfy the moſt Ambitious : ad 
I mall engage Ceſar to reign with me, y I 
Without Te Romans _— ſubject to his Laws; De! 
Peace ball be the happy Product of my Love. how 
C-to. What is't I hear! what Horror ſeizes me! wv 
What, you love C/-1? O Heaven, doſt thou 47 
Reſerve this Prize for my Misſortunes, | Cas 
This Stroke tor my Virtue ?----=-- hou 


I may wel! dety inhumane tortune; 


She comes to waſte her Stock of Malice on me. 


Gods 
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04s! was not this prodigious to engrave | 
ſhe Image of a Tyrant in his Sul. 
/ithout the appearing Strokes of any guilty Flame?! 
Arſen. What an unlook'd for Tranſport's this, what” 

Rage | | 
Ought my Diſcouſe procure in you ſuch Horror? 
Put, what is my Confuſion, what my Fear! - 
T1'bat makes me tremble thus. Explain yourſelf, 
Cato. Take this Letter, and read it, tis Arſaces's. - 
Cato gives his Daughter the Letter which Ar- 
| taban brought bim. 
Arſen. Sacred Character, which I trembling view, 
hat Trouble riſes in my fluttering Heart! 
[ Arſenna reads. 


KNow your own Blood in Arſenna, 

And if to ſecure the Repoſe of Mankind, 
Portia muſt be a Sovereign, | 
Let her wear my Crown. 


, Cato's Daughter! how great is my Surprize | 
State ſo glorious is worth more than Crowns, 
y Father ! that Name only to my Heart 
s dearer, than e er Sovereign Grandeur was. 
t was an unknown Power in Nature, 
That made me ev'ry where ſeek after you; 
| Wy ſome kind ſecret Charm I yielded to her Will. 
Ong ou know how much ſhe ſpoke in me, 
ook on me then, Sir, with a Father's Eye, 
paniſh your Sorrows, and appeaſe your Anger; 
Puniſh not me for the Caprice of Fate, 
ut ſeek to love me by a generous Trial. | 
Cato. I ſee, that my Misfortunes touch thy Heart, 
hus Blood has always Ties inviſible ; 
nd Nature in it, has imprefs'd her Laws: 
y Daughter, I'd the ſame Concern for thee. 
he Love you have for Ceſar, is a Crime. 
bew then, with Pleaſure, that the Blood of Cato 
rumphs o'er Love, and your Ambition. | 
Arſen, Alas! my Lord, that Love ſhould coſt ſo dear! 
Cato. Doſt thou defile the Blood that runs within thee 
hou yet doſt Sigh ! juſt Heav'n! I tremble. 
: W- Was 


> / 
s * 


Gods: 
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Was Love made for the Hearts of Roman Foes? 


Take care * do not force a Father's Hate. 


Lei, mou art my Blood, and undegenerate, | 


CAT O of Urica. 


Arſen. Ah! forgive me Father, ------------ 
Cato. — And can I be ſo ſtill, 
When by thy Love thy Heart diſgraces me? 
Arſen, Pardon me, Sir, ---------- this uſeleſs Flame, 
When firſt I cheriſh'd it within my Breaſt, 8 
Did I know, Gods ! the Blood from whence I came, 
And could I know thart at this cruel Inſtant, 
You'd diſunite a Father and a Lover? 
Cato. Theſe Sighs and Tears diſcover too mu 
„ Weakneſs, _ | 
You muſt without an Aid from them, abate 
Your Tenderneſs, or elie reſolve to avoid me: 


Arſen. Do 1 * underſtand you! what Gri Pha 
is this! | 

For fear of hating, you yourfelf wou'd baniſh me. 

The Gods know well, how to remoye me from you. 


Yet you'd eternalize their Cruelty. 5 _ 
Do you, Sir, think I never taſted yet 0 
The true Etidearments of a Parent's Love? Ca 


And that in Royal Courts, too Jealous of their Rank, 
I never knew the Tenderheſs of Blood ? © we 
You puſh me from you for your Country's Cauſe; Ang 
To be a Roman, muſt you ceaſe to be a Man? 7 


Muſt you be inſenlible ? hy 
Cato. Hold; what is't thou fay'lt ? 
Ought Virtue to be ſinother'd thus by Nature? Mad. 


Arſen. And Nature, why be ſtifled ſo by Virtue ? 
Raiſe not Complaints, and Murmurs in your Blood; py 


You may grant this, without being Criminal, * 
Unto your Country, and à Parent's Love. 3 
Here of extinguith every guilty Flame, Ws 
The Arm alone, can juſtify the Soul. e 
I call Heaven to witneſs! if I can 44 
Sacrifice my Love, PII facrifice my Heart: A 
And I already burn with juſt Diſdain 40 


To let the Blood be Known, from whence T cama. N ©. 
Cato. Ab ! 1 know thee, by this pregnant Virtue. ] 
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ue Caſar, | 


Ceſar. Should I this Day make Clemency triumph? 
Or offght I, with Regret, ſhow, my Revenge 
hat is't your Romans do expect? 

Cato. ---------- Thy Death, or thy Defear. 
hey are reſoly'd, by War, to try their Fortune. ; 
hink not, that we enclos d = Un ; 
ill quit what's left of Africk under thee ; 
{or that too fearful of ourſelves we wait 
Thy coming to ſubdue us, ----------—= 

\s the great. God that ſpreads his Light o'er Heyn 
Shall 1 — om me" Otten's big Degp __— 
o we, led on by Ju and our Rage 
2 22 25 416. Se: 


ne. 


me, 


mu 


- 


Grit 
ill thro” thy uſe a Dread around, 
Dur guiltleſs Hands, reeking with Slaughter, 
Shall bear before em Plunder, Fire, and Sword. : 
hou may ſt prepare f 
Ceſar. Think you, my Legions ---------- | | 


an't by ſuperiour Power prevent you? 

I wou'd fain Ipars the Ruins of Pharſalia. 

Bur you, with Force unequal, try your Courage, 
\nd provoke a Storm that ſoon will reach you. 


hy do you thus compel mg to, your Ruin 


ſou. 


Ran 


e ; 


Cæſar turning to Arſenna. 


8 Madam, they ſeek their own Deſtruction; 
— 9 But don't —— their Hilde to my Hate. | 
, Arſen. Thoy braves the Malice of thy haughty Foes, 
ut know'ſt not yet their Strength: knows thou 
en , + je 5 
hen know that there is one, whole dreadful Frowns 
ay ſtagger thy undaunted Courage, - 
hy Heart ought both to fear and value them. 
Ceſar, Who is this formidable Enemy? 
Arſen. Tis Portia; I am Se. 
me. Ceſar. vou! nA < | 
mew” Ar/en. Behold, in Cato, my true Father. 1 
Ceſar. What is't you ſay ! what is this Myſtery? . 
Are you a Queen, and Cato's entf _—— 


his Prodigy exceeds my 8 fanding. 


Arſen. 
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How ought I to approve this fatal Da 
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Arſen. It is true, my Birth ought to ſurprize thee ; 
I've been a Stranger to it, untill now. 
Sec, Ceſar, ſee how cruel is my Fate. 
Thou lov'ſt me, and me Heart anſwer'd thy Vows: 
I ought, with Sighs, to bluſh at ſuch a Conqueſt. | 
For where I fix d my Glory, there I find my Shame. 


When Innocence muſt diſagree with 33 
Cæſar. Why look you on our Love, as ſome vile 
Crime? © 
Why 1s it made the Victim of your Scorn ? 
3 Speak:ng to Portia. 
Far from being (lighted, it muſt be maintain'd. 


To Cato. _—— 
Why ſeparate you thoſe, whom Heav'n has joyn'd 3 
To blith. vs 


Let Peace and Hymen both unite us. 

Cato. I'd rather give the Gods my Daughter's Blood. 
And facrifice my own, before thy Eyes. 
Think not, by this Marriage, Cefar, to deceive me. 
Th' — Pompey was thy Son-1n-Law, 
But that ſecur d him not from thy Revenge: 
That ſacred Tye, began all his Misſortunes. 
Cou'd Cato yet ſubmit to ſuch an Union? | 
Thy Heart unſated, and inflam'd with Empire, 
Wou'd not be leſs ambitious, or leſs proud. 


Enter Domitius. 


Dem. Pharnaces now attempts to make himſelf 


Maſter of theſe Walls; I juſt now ſaw him 


With all his furious Troops appear: : 

Three or four Remans, with Arſenna's Train 

Scarcely defend the Entrance ot the Palace Gate. 
Cato. I'll joyn them ſtrait, and ſhew the angry Gods 

My Will, at leaſt, equals their Cruelties. 22 Cato 


Ceſar to Portia. 


Ceſar. Fright not yourſelf with this rough Stormfſ"(e: 
of Fate, : na, 
I puniſh'd Prolomy, and will Pharnacgs. 1 as ir 
20 | eav'l 
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Heav'n generous Mortals does in . create, 


5 It they are not made ſometimes 125 app 85 
Exit far and Dom. 
Arſenna alone. 
Arſen. They'll periſh. ——g - can defend 


| em, 
WHeav'ns deaf to all my Vows : denies to hear : : 
nd joyns together all that's dear to me, 
\t once a Sacrifice to Fate's Decrees. 
ſcarcely knew a Father's kind Careſſes, 
er I was rob' d of them. Adverſe Fortune! 
he Gods have been more Cruel in this Deed, 
Than when they ſnatch d me from his fond paternal 
rms. 
\ Sight ſo precious was but only iven, 


L o cauſe in me more Sorro for s Loſs. 
et if I cau'd with the Expence of * 
4 urchaſe his Safety, and 1 his Da 7s, 
doc ho! to preſerve him in diſgraceful Slavery ; 
| ſo, he has Nothing left, bur glorious' Death : 
Ind I a Witneſs of his cruel Fate. 
1] juſtify his Death, by making it my Choice. 
End of the Fourth Act. 
enten 
; AC T V. 
Enter Arſenna end Phznicia. 
an. oſe Vaults with Noiſe of Soldiers 
Gods ſound aloud, '' 
Cato. And eccho back the Crys of dying 
X Groans, 
Is any Succour to the Romans 
— come? 
Stornfrſen. Phenicia, yes, the Gods ceaſe to be crusl. 


NN 


arnaces is O ercome, and Cato triumphs. 
as inform'd ot, by my Father's Orders. 
Jeav'! Phayaces 
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Pharnaces had by ſecret Means ſarpriz'd 
Gate of Utica, and the Palace Walls ; 
When a brave Troop of gallant Roma'ns 
March'd to the Fort with eager Specd. 
The Enemy gave way, at their Affault ; 
Cato purſu'd them, even to their Ships; 


Ceſar. You follow the wild Virtue of Cato, 
And I find out ſweet Poyſon in vain Hopes. 
Does Love expoſe Objections to your Hate? 
He might have tied us by our mutual Vows, 
Had not your Heart been giv'n ſo much to change. 
Arſen. Impute not, Ceſar, to a Roman Heart, 


The guilty Tranſports in Arſenna's Breaſt. 


= ( 
Without Aſſiſtance flew to Victory, 'F 
And binder'd Cæſar's ſharing of the Glory. ] 
Let us this Day, ſaid he, avoid uniting ; 
Sin and Innocence under the ſame Banner. 5 
For Rome wou'd bluſh at ſuch Alliances, 4 
A Tyrant's Succour's always dangerous, \ 
The leaſt Succeſs we owe to ſuch is ſhameful, 4 
The King of Pontus forwards, led 'em on. $ 
The raging Soldiers with Deſire advanc'd, T 
Ceſar aſtoniſh'd with their noble Fire, N 
Threw himſelf *midſ the Dying, and the Dead. V 

He comes: *Tis he himſelf. Rome, thou ſhalt ſee 
How great an Intereſt thou'ſt in Portia. „ — 
il That the whole World, a Roman may admire, T 
| Who, in their deluded Eyes, appeavs a Queen. = 
1 Enter Cæſar. be 
bh 7 Ye 
1 Is it a Roman, Ceſar, that I ſee ? Sol 
1 Or is't a Tyrant that my Eyes behold ? Wi 
1 Ceſar. Tis your Lover, who with Conqueſt round hi Th 
i Is fir'd as much for you, as for true Glory. We 
4 Arſen. Doſt thou love me ? yet prepares to enſlave mi I t 
Ui Cæſar. You, Madam? Car 
ji Arſen. . -Ves, me, and all the World. Anc 
ow * i ; A 
| Ceſar. Does cold Diſdain yet triumph in your Soul 
9 Your Flame abates, as mine augments its Fire. = : 
Ll Arſen. When I ſubmit to Duty, will you oppoſe it? a 
4; C 
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My Love for you, was Paſtime for the Gods, 

Who made me love a Tyrant that is odious. 

Since I am guilty, tis Inconſtancy alone 

That can recal my Innocence. 

If thine's a Flame ſincere, and that my Change 

Cauſes in Ceſar ſuch Diſturbance, | 

Hiſperia's Subjects ſet at 3 

Love if thou canſt, at leaſt preſerve thy Country; 

From hence, renounce thy Tyranny o'er Rome, 

And at the Altar, then I'Il Marry you. 

Thou may'ſt o'ercome by — P thy Conqueſts, 

With an immortal Laurel Rome ſhall Crown us, 

Hymen will ne'er appear more Glorious, 

Since he Unites the Gods and Cato. 

Theſe are the Secrets I wou'd teach you. 

Now make your Choice. ------- 

What, Cæſar, haft thou nought to ſay to me? 
Ceſar. Reſume your Pride, my jealous Enemies 

Amour againſt me; you ſubmit no more. 

B 


eſe Crops of Laurels ſet on Ceſar's Head 
the brave Romans, but confirm my Conqueſt, 

The Gods attending all my various Fortunes, 
Declare me Maſter of the conquer'd World : 
Yet, Madam, all my Right and Glory I renounce, 
Solely to reign o'er Portia's yielding Heart. 
If by Virtues Fate link'd to my Conqueſts, 
The Romans yield themſelves to Ceſar, 
Were it their —— to chuſe a Maſter, 
If they have thought me worthy ſuch a Choice, 
Can I decline to govern them ?------- 
And would you then refuſe to reign with me? 

Arſen. Theſe needleſs Bounties, and theſe boaſted 
| Fayours, 5 
ſe it Which artfully enſlave a Free-born People; 
Theſe outward pompous Shows are hainous Crimes, 
Which wear the beauteous Face of Virtue. 
Rome is free, Ceſar. 

Ceſar. --- How can it be, 
If not at liberty to chuſe a Maſter ? 
When I deſtroy'd the Factious Commonwealth, 
This Arm fought for 1ts true Felicity, 
Rome muſt have a Head, 


Arſen. 
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But thy Refuſals gave me o'er to Hate. 
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Arſen. Oh Heavens! = 
Ceſar. Of its own Power it can't ſupport the Weight. 
Arſen. Hath it not given Laws to all the World, 

Without the fatal Prop of Kings and Tyrant:?ñ 
Ceſar. Rome flourith'd then, and fertile. Virtue wass 

Its true Foundation from Example. : 4 

But ſince the State increas'd in Pow'r and Strength, 

All Virtue vaniſh'd, and all Vice appear'd. 

The great Men did, by Craft or Violence, 

Uſurp the Power of the Dictator. | 

This was the Source of Rome's greateſt Troubles, 

Which for one Soy'rezgn had a thouſand Tyrant. 

It I attempt to Reign, tis for the Romans, 

All will be quiet under one Man's Care. 

J ſhall of that joynt State be the Support, 

And for its Happineſs, PII give my own. 1 
Arſen. It is too much ! *tis time my Rage breaks out, 

I even Bluſh at all your flattering Hopes; A 

Expect not that by marrying ſuck a Tyrant, 

I will ſoil the Blood that runs pure in me. 

My Heart had ſcarcely triumph'd over Love; 


It thy deſtroying Arm ſubdues the World, 

By ſpeedy Death I will eſcape thy Chains. 

Thou only wilt Command baſe ſervile Souls, 

Who lent an hand to further Civil War, 

Thoſe who oppos'd good Cato's Virtues, 

Ungrateful Romans] that only bear the Name, 

May all thy Succeſſors to gain the Empire, 

Greedily ſtruggle to deſtroy each other. 

Uſe the Aſſiſtance of the Sword and Fire, 

Haſten the Days of aged Parents: 

In Peace make uſe of all the Stripes of War. 

And Rome a Funeral Pile, the Earth a Deſart; 

And then unite by ſome new Crime, 

In the ſame Grave, the Living and the Dead. 

By ſuch a Marriage, and ſuch impious Bonds, 

Amaze Heaven, and make the Furies tremble ; 

And then to ſee with Pleaſure.whence they came, 

Open the murther'd Mother's ſacred Breaſt. 

May all their Crimes live to Poſterity, 

And may the World for &er abhor thy Memory. vie 
ufer, 


[7 


D 


CATO of Utica. 33 
eight. Enter Domitius. 
3, bt | 
Dom. A Noiſe confus'd deceiv'd your faithful Troops. 
was The diſmal Tidings was no ſooner ſpread, 
| That Cæſar's Lite was barÞ'rouſly attempted ; 
h, Bur to your Succour all your Legions came; 
Fnknowing that Pharnaces was then Guilty, 
23 hom now they follow with implacable Revenge. 
In Utica your Soldiers, to this Fort : 
arch haſtily, and deal pale Death around 'em. 
he Troops of Cato, as diſpos'd about him, 
Pere cloſe engag'd againſt Phaynaces. 
After they'd left a Guard upon the Walls, 
Four Legions ſpite of all Reſiſtance 
Enter'd on all fides; the King of Pontus 
s Ot; Was before defeated, and had made good 
is ſhort Retreat aboard his Navy. 
Jato victorious, and in full ren, | 
Merceiv'd himſelf ſurrounded by our Men, 
That Hero, always in Misfortunes great, 
Noping to Maſter them as he had done Pharnaces, 
Made his Romans face about on all ſides. 
Ce ſar. Go and appeaſe the Soldiers, who're incens'd- 
Wake them retire, both from the Fort and Town, 
hat this Day's Truce may terminate in Peace. 
Ihe Example that I give my Romans, , 
to ſpare Blood, and pity the Unfortunate. | 
Meaſure your Hatred, Madam, by the Ills I do. [Exi. 
8 4r/en. Cruel Gods! How do you uſe my Father? 
"Why threaten you that Heroe's precious Lite? 
ve you condemn'd me always to diſtruſt you? 
Wt this Reproach, O Heavens! is't lawful 
Wight I ro look on all your rigorous Laws, 
Id yet conceal my own Offence ? ------ 
Id 1 not keep Cæſar in this Palace? 
& wou'd have ſtopt the Soldiers Inſolence. 
as — to free Rome and Ruin him; 
ſave my Father, I have murder'd him. 
as my Tenderneſs, alas! which alone 
aled the Pile that's ready to confume him: 
Phappy Wretch! can I endure Life? 


No, 
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No, no, I will not Die unpuniſſied. 1 
9 This Day, if Death ſhall ſeparate me from Cato, 
40 Iwill rejoyn him on the Banks of Acheron, 
10 And never fear our barbarous Fortunes more. þ 
hl! Thou ſacred Tye of Blood, how fweet's thy Charm! v 
Ma The Chains of Love have leſs Temptations : 4A 
4 Thou without raiſing any guilty Flames, 2 1 
| Doft even unite our Souls, though in the Grave. | — 
L 
Ste 
Enter Phocas. | 
I 
Pho. Ah, Madam! TY VI 
Auſen. Phocas, your Sighs and Tears Ab 
Tell me too much of our Misfortunes. c 
Pho. The great Cato is d ing. Co 
Arſen. O Fortune! my old Enemy. 5 


Pho. Now, Rome's Defender gives up Lite. 

Arſen. Cruel, ungrateful Gods! why take you Cato? 
Are you envious of the Honour of Mankind ? J 

Pho. Madam, undoubtedly you know, Pharnacess ME 


IF 
3 


Endeavour'd to eſcape by 30 Pfsofg . 
When haughty Cæſar's furious Soldiers, Ro, 
Not regar ing what the Truce was, broke in. 7 
Our Romans weaken'd by a ſharp Attack, | Mo 
In vain ſhew'd Courage as invincible. lib 
The Troops of Cæſar by redoubled Blows Th. 
Preſs'd on their Valour, and o'erwhelm'd them. ne. 
Then Cato cover'd o'er with Blood and Glory, In 
Balanc'd a hundred times the Victory. 871 1; 
Braving the Happineſs of cruel Tyrants, Re 
He on their Heads reveng'd our dying Romans. : 
But numerous Bodies ſtill ſurrounding him, N 
He ſaw his preſſing Deſtiny come on, | = 
That if he did not yield that Moment, To 
He found a deadly Stroke would fall on him. = c 

The Fate of Ceſar, ſaid he, prevails o'er us. tri 
But Liberty is always ver ſtrong; iv. 
JI haſte and diſappoint the Tyrant Ceſar ; ear 
Preſerve my ſelf ------ _ WS; 


Or rob him of the Glory of my Death. 
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| My Days are conſecrated to oy Country, 


I will reſerve at leaſt the Reſidue of Life; 
[Then he fell on his Sword. 
Arſen. Alas! 


Pho. Ceſar appear d; deplor'd his Fate, 
With much Impatience ſought to get Revenge, 
And flew with Fury to Pharnaces- 
That King perfidious, near his Ships, almoſt 
Had ſav'd himſelf by Favour of the Sea; 
But Cæſar follow'd, enrag'd, o'er-took him 
Stop'd _ then threatning with his Sword, ſtab'd 

im, 

Took off his Head ; nothing eſcaping Death. 
Victorious Ceſar with his Legions following, 
Abandons now the Place. 
Cato, who yet enjoys a Beam of Light, 

Comes here to tell you his laſt Sentiments. 


* 


Enter Cato, ſupported by Soldiers. 


Arſen. Ah, my Father! 
Cato. -------- Smother your uſeleſs Sorrow: 
Tis Rome alone, this Day, requires your Tears, 
Rome, ready to expire: our dear Country, 
Which feels the Rage of cruel Tyranny. 
Mourn for Rome ;----- For me, my Fate's too happy, 
Liberty follows me in the Shade of Death. 
Ihe Death of Cato was a * Choice, 
Heav'n has only us'd a neceſſary III 
28 In the Mid-horror, of moſt crue! Fate. 
I liv'd with Glory; and I die a Roman. 
Remember always, from whom you deſcend. 
Arſen. I will prepare my felt to die with you. 
Cato. Live, Portia. : 
Arſen. Muſt I ſpin out my tedious Days in Slavery? 
To you I awe my All: both Lite and Death. 
Cato. You yet are free; abandon Utica, 
2 Strive to maintain the publick Liberty. | 
Live, to ſerve Rome, and may your wandring Steps 
Search other Climates, Enemies to Tyrants, 
Spain ought to be your Sanctuary now. 
* Baniſh for ever from your Breaſt a ſervile Flame, 


= Devote 


ato? 
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Devote your ſelf to Heaven, and to the State, 

Let Rome in your wiſe Choice find a Deliy'rer, 

That I cou'd live again, or that my Hate 

In Portia's Blood might follow Ceſar ſtill. 

Draw nigh, my Daughter ; thou art new to me, 

Thy Heart all Sweetneſs, and thy Voice all Charms. 

Take from a Father this, who quits Heay* ns Light; 

Portia ; Let perfect Virtue be your Guide. , 
Arſen. Cato's no more, Alas! to finiſh all our 111s, | 

Guiltleſs, I cannot expiate his Death by mine. 
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PARALLEL, Cc. 
Eras OU complain, my Lord, very briskiy, 
Ea! that Mr. Dacier is of Opinion, the Eng, 
have not produced one good Tragedy ; and 
that he believes they are not able to- 
obſerve the Rules of Ariſtotle : But as 
Mr. Dacier SE" 1s not abſolutely 
to be depenced on, in Regard to your 
:omplaint, my Lord, I have examin'd this Point, and 
t appears to me as Falſe, as it is Injurious to the Engliſh 
ation. The. Engliſh, for the moſt Part, underſtand 
Well as the French, how to make a right Uſe of Ari- 
ile's Art of Poetry ; eſpecially ſince the Tranſlation of 
Ir. Dacter's French was printed in 1705, with a New 
erſion of Ariſtotle's Text from Goulſton's Edition. 
hey who dan't underſtand French or Engl-ſþ, or who 
ant make Ute of thaſe Learned Remarks, have 
:oulſ 0's Latin Commentary, one of their own 
WE ountry-mcon, who may certainly ſerve them inſtead 
WW {rem Grammarian. | 
MW You know not, perhaps, what it coſt Du Trie for be- 
WM: taten with Mr. Daczer's Wit: As foon as his Poetry 
8: 0c:r'd, he toricox all other Looks ;. be preſently de- 
iſed Corneille, he had not ſo great a Diſdain for Ra- 
ve, but he mightily deipiſed the French, who admir' d 
hem both. Mr. Dacier's Dilciple ſays of the French, 
hat his Miſter ſays of the Engli, We want that which 
'aker Tragedy nord; and our of Compaſſion towards 
is Nation, he. wou'd give a periect one. He choſe for 
is Subject Heracl:des, all order'd and regulated. by 


1 Mr 


— 


Mr. Dacier's Remarks. It was play'd but once, and the 7. 
Publick ſpoil'd by Corneille, had neither Learning cM ft 
nough to taſte the new Tragedy, nor Patience to bear * 
1. Du Trie complains of his Guide, not of Ari/totie;M *< 
Correille had read him, but not Mr. Dacier, and Du Tre P. 
had read him too often. 


Your Poets, my Lord, will avoid ſuch a Misſortune; 
they are — at the Contempt the French Gramma Ml © 
Tian hath ſor their Nation, and they have Reaſon to be ©* 
offended, Does it belong to a Man that has no Taſt:M ** 
of the Stage, no Knowledge of the Engliſh to pro 
nounce, That they have not produced one good Tra- ih 
gedy ? It he had examin'd into the Engliſh Genius 
he wou'd be convinc'd that it is very Tragical, and tha © 
there is, e no Nation more capable to bring th © 
terrible Pieces of the Greeks on the Stage: Moreover th 
the Eneliſo Tongue hath a Force, a Copiouſneſs, a Free 
dom agreeable to the Stage. I muſt own, that the En:M 
Ih reitrain a little their hery Imaginations by Rules MW 
that they don't allow themſelves any warm Meta 
phors; that they fall in certain low. Actions which ti '© 
Greek Poets have enough ayoided ; that they ruin then cd 
ſelves by romantick Ideas. It they come to correct thei . 
Faults (and they will) the EN Stage will equal ti 
French. It hath not yet equalPd i, allow me to ſay it 5 
Allow me alſo to prove it by a Parallel of Mr. Add ſon 
Engliſh Cato with Mr. Des Champs. The French Cai © . 
has been favourably receiv'd by the Publick, no Pla * 
in England ever had fo great Succeſs as the EAI A. 
Cato. 

I cannot eſtabliſh the Superiority of the Erench Stag 13 
over the Engliſh better, than by ſhowing that Mr. Adil . 
fon muſt give Mr. Des Champs the Precedence. I am "a 
well perſuaded of the Juſtneſs of the Cauſe I defend e 
and of your Equity, my Lord, that I thought you th T : 


moſt proper Judge. 


Cato is a famous Name: That great Man gave ſuc Pha 
apparent Examples of his Love to his Country and L 
berty, that it is great Pity that he ſhow'd never appear off 
any Theatre before. The Abbot Abeille choſe his Deatſ it. 
as a. Subject for a Tragedy: All the Learned Men th 

rea 


iifling his. Paſho a, or betraying 
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read, or heard it read, praiſe it; but the Author was ob- 
ſtinately reſolv'd to deny the Publick it. Mr. Addiſen, 
and Mr. Des Champs torm'd at the ſame time a Deſign 
to work upon this delicate Subject, and they preſently 
perceiv'd its Drineſs. Cato ſhut up within the Walls of 
Utica, kills himſelf, to avoid falling into Cæſar's Hands. 
Hittory affords no more; and to extend it to a Tragedy, 
there wants Fictions and Epiſodes. Our two Poets have 
both, indced, feigu'd, bur with this Difference, ſo much 
adyantagious to the French, that the Epiſcdes hold with 
the Subject, that they are full of Diſtreſs, and diſcover 
the Plot, The Epy;ſodes of the Engliſh Poet are ab- 
ſolutely detach'd from the principal Action, they con- 
ceal it; they make it very oſte n diſappear ; in ſhort, 
they ſerve only to ſet it off with Scenes, which make us 
the Emptineſs of the Tragedy. 

A ſhort Analyſis of theſe two Plays will ſhow very 
much this Fault in the Engliſh, that Beauty in the 
bench. | i 

In the Engliſo Play, Cato is ſhut up in Utica, with a 
| few Romans, and ſome Numidian Horſe, which follow- 
ed young Juba. Cæſar ſends to propoſe Peace, which 
is 12{uſed, he marches his Troops: Cato ſeeing he was 
not in 2 Condition to reſiſt, kills himſelf. 

Portius and Marcus, Cato's Sons, are both in Love 
with Lucia, the Daughter of a Roman Senator. Portius 
is Contident to his Brother, who not knowing he is his 
Rival, behaves himſelf like a —_ Man, withour 

is Brother. Marcus 15 
llain, Portius marries Lucia : This is another Epiſede, e- 
qually foreign to the Subject and the firſt Epiſode. 

Young Fuba loves Marcia the Daughter of Cato, 
which Sempronius, à Roman, is likewi e in Love with, 
Sempronius is one that attempts to betray Cato; Syphax, 
a Numidian, conſpires with him: They endeavour to 
make the Romans mutiny; Cato appeaſes them. Sy- 
phax propoſes to. Sempronius to run away with Marcia, 
and ta take upon him the Royal Habit of Fuba, to exc- 
cute the Villainy with leſs Dithculty ; Fuba diſcovering 
ty kills Sempronius, aud Syphax flies. Oy 


The 


- 


— | — 
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The Enzlifh Poem, as we may obſerve, is without U- WW oa 
nity ; there are three: Tragedies, one within another ; 50 
and the Author ſeems to think he miſs'd the principal ¶ by 
Action: He is obliged from time to time, by the Re- In 
ffex ions that the Lovers make, to ſuppoſe, that they have ¶ ed 
ſomething elſe to do than make Love, and that in ſuch Ml the 
Bon Danger, they ſhou'd amuſe themſelves with gallant ö 
| nverſation. The French Poet hath feign'd his Fable Mw: 
much better, and diſpos'd it with more Art. it | 
Cato is in Utica, in a Condition to defend himſelf, Mac: 
if an unforeſeen Accident had not broke his Meaſures ; by 
and by his Reſolution and Firmneſs of Mind, is not un- MWto- 
der greater Detpair than in the Eneliſop Tragedy he may, NW. 
and ought to refuſe the Peace offer d by Ceſar. Cato ¶ an 
has in the Port of Utica, the King of Pontus's Navy; Whma 
he has his Troops encamped with the others near the the 
Port. The Action is not laid in Utica, it is in a Pa- Hef 
lace of the King of Numidia, ſome Diſtance from the hin 
Walls, by which Means Ceſar may ſafely conferr with Neeſs 
Cats, upon his Parole. The Enterprize between Ceſar ¶ Por 
and . C:-j0 upon the Stage is a bold Undertaking, in Hof 
which Mr. Des Champs has ſucceeded. Ceſar appears his 
as great as he is deſcribed in Hiſtory ; incapable of obey- Nout 
WE worthy to command as the great Maſter ot the on 
orld; very prudent, very happy in Arms; ſo politick, ſees 
as to make others ſubmit without Engagement; an in- 
trepid Enemy, a generous Conqueror; as Virtuous as 
is Ambition would give Leave; ſenſible of the Paſſion 
of Love, but more ſenſible ot his Greatneſs than ot 
| Love. Cato leſſens him in fome Meaſure, he ought fo: 
to. do, for Virtue ſhines brighter than Vice, and the. 
Support of his Misfortune with Courage, gives a new 
Luſtre to his Virtue. Pharnaces, the Son of Mithrida- 
zes, ſo infamous, was proper to ſerve as a Foil for Ca 
Jar and Cato; the choice of theſe three Characters, fo 
well interwoven, is a great Maſter-piece of Art : Be- 
fide, the Chain, or Connexion of the Fable, ſhews us 
more the Ability of the Poet. Pharnaces driven from 
his Country by Ceſar, comes to join the Remainder of 
Pompey's Party. Arſenna believes herſelf Queen of Par- 
thia, adhering to the ſame Party, from the former En- 
* 5 gagements 


_ 
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U- WW gagements of her Father, comes here likewiſe, to break. 
er; MW of the Match projected with Pharnaces, and puſh'd on 
pal by a ſecret inſtinct which ſhe bears to Cato; it is by an 
e- Wl Interview with her, that this Piece _— The pretends 
ave cd Queen of Parthia is preſently known for Portia, 
uch the Daughter of Cato. 2 
ant. When an Author has hazarded his Story or Fiction, 
ble ¶ without forming to himſelf an exact likeneſs to Truth, 
it produces not ſuch fine Effects which cannot be con- 
elf, ¶ demn'd. But Mr. Des Champs:s fancy is always regulated 
es; by a ſolid Judgment : All that he ſuppoſes is agreeable. 
un- to what the Hiſtorians give us. He imagines that the 


ay, Wife of Craſſus had with her Portia, her Niece, then 
Jato an Infant; that in the Defeat of Craſſus, Portia being 

vy ; made a Slave was preſented to the King of Partbia; 
the the agreeableneſs of the Lines of her Face, with thoſe 


of the Princeſs his Daughter, and only Child, inſpire 
him with a Fatherly Affection for Portia. The Prin- 


with ceſs dies, and the King having no Heirs remaining, lets 
ear {MP ortia paſs for his Daughter. Ceſar, to whom it Was 
% in Not no ſmall Importance to gain the —_ of Parthia to 
zears his Intereſt, comes to the Court of that Prince, with- 
bey- out making himſelf known, to bring him over from 
the NFompey's Party: He ſucceeds not in that Affair, but 
tick, Nees the Princeſs, and falls in love with her, without 
in- {knowing that ſhe was Portia ; ſhe loves him again, 

15 as {did not know it was Ceſar. The Marriage of the fi 
fon Wpoſed Princeſs of Parthia with Pharnaces is prevented: 
n of ortia could not conſent ; Pharnaces's Crimes, eſpeci- 


ly the Aſſaſſination of Pacorus, Prince of Paythja , 
er Brother, of whoſe Murther ſhe finds him the Ay- 
new {Whbor, ſerves her for a Pretence to break with him: She 
rida- Wanting the Aſſiſtance of the Heads of Pompey's Party, 
r Cæ- Jomes to gain them, and finds her Father in Cato, and 
s, ſo n Cæſar her Lover. The Match being broke off „de- 
: Be- Nermines Pharnaces to alſaſſinate Cats, he propoſes this 
vs us . C/ ar; the IIluſtrious Roman abhor'd the Treachery 
from Wt the Son of Mithridates, and informs Cato of it. 
er of ¶ barnaces in Deſpair attempts to kill Cato and Cæſar, 
Par- Ne makes himſelf Maſter of their Place of Conference 
r En- Portia and Utica. The danger that Ceſar was in 
ments makes 


aa 
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makes him run to ſuccour his My roops ; Pharnaces is dah; 
feated; but the Romans who followed Cato, joy: 
themſelves to Cæſar's Army; and Cato having nothin the 
left to do, but to ſubmit to Cæſar, or kill himſelh | 
choſe to put himſelf rather in the latter Circumſtance, 
than that of Death. ES 2 
. : We 5 obſerve, that the Contrivance of the Eventi, 
are ſo well manag'd , that all centre themſelves in th. g 
7 It the Arrival of the Queen in 
Parthia is the occalion of Pharnaces's Enterprize, pea 
which puts Cato under the Neceſlity of killing hamſeltMcry 
it is the Queen of Parthia who detains Ceſar in th hin 
very Place of. Conference, and which engages him ic, 
the Danger. That Danger we ſee- ſtops Cæſar's Troop on 
in Utica , and takes away all Aſliſtance from Cato Mr;. 
*Tis not an Event which diſcovers the Plot, all th ae 
Parts of the Actors wait for it, if I may be allow'd that 
expreſs my ſelf ſo. 3-4 of 
Mr. Des Champs then 1s to be valued for- the. Juſtne Cat 
of. the. Epiſodes; beſide, he is to be eſteem d for t re 
beautiful Eflects thoſe Epiſodes produce. The: cofiiſbe | 
tempt which Cato ſhews. of one of the greateſt King 7 


doms of the World, the Horror with which he behold 
2 Crown in his Family, are Strokes. very proper to time 
us underſtand the greatneſs of his Soul. The love e 
Ceſar and Portia, of the Daughter of Cato. and a I 
rant of Rome, affect us otherwite than the cold Gal lan 
try ol Fortius and Lucia, of Sempronius and Marci 
Cato oblig'd to Ceſar ſor his Life. Cæſar fighting { 
Cato in that Situation of Affairs, muſt have a grei tion 
deal more Diſtreſs in it, and engage our.Concerh morpriz 
abundantly than for the Love of Ceſar and Portia. With 
You will be convinc'd, my Lord, the Conduct of thiiſattra 
Fable in the French Tragedy is regular „ wonderfu 
agreeable to Truth, moving and great. Let us con 
are our Two Poets by the manner that they have ſu 
Dorted the Character of Cato, and thoſe of the oth That 
N let us compare them afterwards by their Ci And 
cumſtances and Sentiments; for by the Expreſſion, 
ſhall be ſo juſt. not to judge of that of Mr. Add 
from a Verſion out of. Blank Verſe into Proſe. So oug 
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is dene Critick in this Tranſlation from the French, to give 
Joy Erains of Allowance when a Compariſon is made with 
thingfWche Original in his own Language. : | 

nſelt, Mr. Addiſon and Mr. Des Champs have drawn both 
Lance rheir Cato's Natural: In the Engliſh, the Admiration of 
Vuba for Cato, the Cenſures which Sempronius and 
Syphax make. of the Auſterity of his Virtue, gives us 
a great Idea of him: He is ſupported by his Reſolution 


vent; 
in th 


n oin the midſt of the Revolt of his Troops; and ap- 
r1ze pears great in ſpeaking of his Son's dying for his Coun- 
nſcli try; But the Oppoſition of Ceſar ſo neceſſary to make 


him ſhine out is dropt in the Exghſh Tragedy; beſides 
Cato appears too ſeldom, and there. is too little Buſineſs 
on the Stage : You ſcarce loſe. Sight of him in the 
yench Tragedy: All that he ſays relates to his Chara- 
cter, and all that is ſaid of him raiſes ſtill the Idea, 
that is form'd of him in the firſt Scene. The Throne 
of Parthia deſpis'd, the Peace offer'd in vain by Ceſar, 
Cato being abandon'd, and ſurrounded by Cæſar's 
— are Occaſions given where all his Virtue ſhould. 


n the 
im n 
roop 
Cato 
1 thi 
„d 1 


Utne 
or tht 


> coolibe try'd, and wherein it does appear. 

King Having finiſh'd the Parallel of the Two Tragedies, 
eholaby the Compariſon of the Circumſtances and the Sen- 
to letiments ; let us begin to ſearch for the moſt beautiful 
ve Paſſages in the Engliſop Piece: The firſt. we find is in 
a I/ the Fifth Entrance in the Third Act, whither we are 
allanMbrought by Scenes of Gallantry, uſeleſs to the Subject, 
arc by So moral Converſations of Portius and Marcus; 
1g {0C2to's Sons, of Fuba and Syphax; by a cold Delibera- 
grei tion of the Senate. Put it is to. be confeſs'd, it is ſur- 


mo prizing to . ſee. the Stage full of the Chiefs revolted 


ia. with Sempronius, render'd motionleſs, diſarmed, and 
of tMattracted by the intrepid Preſence, and wile Diſcourſe 
lertvWot Cato. | 

scon | 


e fu} Cato, Where are theſe cold intrepid Sons of War, 
othq; That greatly turn their Backs upon the Foe, 

r Ci And to their General fend a brave Defiance? 

lon, Semp. Curſe on. their daſtard Souls, they ſtand aſto- 


d ddbji niſh'd! 
) Ouß 


Cato. 


And let the Man that's injur 


Cato. Perfidious Men! and will you thus Diſhonone 
2 75 e LAſide. 
Your paſt Exploits, and Sully all your Wars? 0 
Do you not confeſs *rwas not a Zeal for Rome, 
Nor Love of Liberty, nor Thuſtof Honour, 
Drew you thus far; but hopes to ſhare the Spoil 
Ot conquer'd Towns, and plunder'd Provinces *: 
Fired with ſuch Motives you do well to joyn 
With Cato's Foes, and follow Ceſar's Banners. 
Why dtd. I' ſcape the invenom'd Afpic's Rage, 
And all the fiery Monſters of the Defart, 
To fee this Day? Why cou'd not Cato tall 
Without your Guilt ? Behold ungrateful Men, 
Behold my Boſom naked to your Swords, 
d ſtrike the Blow, 
Which of you all ſuſpects that he is wrong'd, 
Or thinks he ſuffers greater Ills than Cato? 
Am I diftinguiſh'd. from you, but by Toils, 
Superior Tolls, and keavier Weight of Cares! 
Painful Pre-eminence ! | 
Semp. By Heavens they droop! 

Coafufton to the Villains! all is loſt, [Ape 
Cato. Have you forgotten Lybia's burning Waſte, 
Its Co Backs, 2 *'d Earth, and Hills of Sand, 

Its tainted Air, and all its Broods of Poyſon? 
Who was the firſt to explore th* untrodden Path, 
When Life was .hazarded' in every Step? 

Or faintt2g in the long laborious March, 

When on the Banks of an unlook'd for Stream, 
You ſuck*d the River with repeated Draughts, 
Who was tlie laſt in all your Holt that thirſicd ? |, 


Semp. If ſome penurious Source by chance appear'd, 
Scanty of Waters, when you ſcoop'd it dry, 
* 8 | 


And offer'd the full Helmet up to Cato, 
Did not he dah th' untaſted Moiſture from him? 
Did not he lead you through the Mid-day Sun, 
And Clonds of Duſt * Did not his Temples glow 
In the ſame ſultry Winds, and ſcorch ing Heats ? 
Cato. Hence worthleſs Men! Hence! and complain 
to Ceſar, | 8 
You could not undergo the Toils of War, 
Nor. bear the Hard hips that your Leader bore. 


Nour 
ſide. 


4 * 
1d, 


We might have been convinc'd that this Scene had 
een fine, if Sempronius had not thrown in the Comick 
Part, which 3 the Serious and the Noble. It is 
no: only here that the Poet is flat, and ſinks below the 
Dignity of his Subject; the Converſation of Fuba and 
Hphax, and the Maſquerade of Sempronius, ſmells too 
much of Farce, this Maſquerade brings on à Circum- 
ſtance that is very moving. Marcia ſeeing Sempronius 
loath'd in Royal Robes, and extended dead, takes 
„ That Prince who came in unexpected 
s witneſs of his Miſtreſs's Grief, and by that ſuppoſes 
er in Love with that Perſon, but he was not deceived 
til! ſome Moments after, but believed Sempronius had 
occalion'd Marcia's Fears. The whole Play from the 
Stage ſeems to be brought on with Art, the Sentiments 
are lively, and the Expreſſion or Diction in the Tran- 
ation appears near as ſtrong and moving. In the lat- 
er End & the Fourth Act we are preſented with ano- 
her fine Circumſtance, where the Body of Marcus, 
he Son of Cato, is brought>to\his Father, being {lain 
n his Country's Service. 8 . 


Cato meeting the Corps. 


Cato. Welcome my Son! Here lay him down my 
Friends, | . 1 
Full in my Sight, that I may view at Leiſure 
t he Bloody Coakſe, and count thoſe glorious Wounds. 
ow beautiful is Death, when earn'd by Virtue! 
ho wou'd not be that Youth ? What pity is it, 
hat we can Die but once to ſerve our Country! 
Why fits this Sadneſs on your Brows, my Friends? 
ſhould have bluſh*d, if Cato's Houfe had Rood 
ecure, and flouriſh'd in a Civil War. 1 
28 Pcrtius, behold thy Brother, and remember 
by Life is not thy own when Rome demands it. 
Tuba. Was ever Man like this? _. 7. 
Cato. Alas, my Friends ! 
Vhy Mourn you thus? Let not a private Loſs 
fflict your Hearts, *Tis Rome requires our Tears 3 
© 
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The Miſtreſs of the World, the Seat of Empire, 
The Nurſe of Heroes, the Delight of Gods, 
That humbled the proud. Tyrants of the Earth, ler 

And ſet the Nations free; Rome is no more. 2 

O Liberty! O Virtue! O my Country! 

Fuba. Behold that upright Man! Rome fills his 


Eyes 
With Tears that flow'd not o'er his own dead Son. 


But 
1 I oh If d, 
Cato. Whate er the Roman Virtue has ſubdued, Um 
The bs orgy Courſe , the Day and Lear, are 
tf ar's. | I 


For him the ſelf- devoted Decij dy'd, 

The Fabij fell, and the great Scipio conquer'd : 
Ev'n . for Cæſar. Oh my Friends! 
How. is the Toil of Fate, the Work of Ages, - 
The Roman Empire fall'n! O curſt . 5448 Eav 
Fall'n into Cæſar's Hands ! Our great Fore-fathers 
Had left him nought to conquer, but his Country. 


The Engliſp Author has made a very artful Diſpoli- 
tion of his Fifth Act, which is wholly employ'd in 
5 _— of Cato. The Beginning of this Act is very 

rand. 

Cato alone, fitting in a thoughtful Poſture, in his 
Hand Plato's Book on. the Immortality of the Soul, a 
Drawn Sword on the Table by him., 


Cato. It muſt be ſa - Plato, thou reaſon'ſt well = 
Elſe whence this pleaſing Hope, this fond. Deſire, 
This Longing after Immortality ?: . 
Or whence, this ſecret Dread, and inward Horror, 

Of falling into Nought? Why ſhrinks the Soul 

Back on her ſelf, and ftartles at Deſtruction? 

Tis the Divinity that ſtirs within us 

'Tis Heaven its ſelf that points aut an Hereafter, 

And intimates. Eternity to Man. 

Eternity] thou pleaſing dreadful Thought! 

Through what Variety of ws Beings, - N | 
Through what new Scenes and C es muſt we: paſs ! 
* wide, th' unbounded. Proſpect, lies before me ; 


E 


But 
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Nut Shadows, Clouds, and Darkneſs, reſt upon. it. 


Here will I hold. Tf there's a Pow'r above us, 
\nd that there is, all Nature cries aloud * _ 
Through a- her Works - He muſt delight in 
irtue | 
And that which he delights in muſt be happy. 
But when ! or where! ------ This World was made fer 
| Ceſar. | | 
[Um WT... Conjectures.— This muſt. end em. 
| 1,36 Logoy his Hand on bis Seward: 
Thus am I doubly arm'd : my-Death and Life, s 
y Bane and Antidote are both before me: 
This, in a Moment, brings me to an End: 
But this informs me, I ſhall never die. 
The Soul ſecur'd in her Exiſtence, ſmiles 
At the drawn Dagger, and deſies its Point. 
The Stars ſhall fade away, the Sun himſelf 
row dim with Age, and Nature fink in Years. ; 
But thou ſhalt flouriſh in immortal Youth, 
nhurt amidſt the War of Elements, | 
The Wrecks of Matter, and the Cruſh of Worlds. 


In bringing the beautiful Paſſages of the French Pieces) 
n 1. tion to the Beauties of the Engliſh, I muſt con- 
eſs I'm puzzled in the Choice; and own that I have 
mitted a great many which pleaſe me, and perhaps, 
nay ſeveral other Readers, as well as thoſe which L 
dave here brought to compare with theExcellencies of the 
Ingliſ Tragedy. I wou'd have you firſt obſerve in this 
f the French, Cato's Contempt and Diſdain of the Crown 
f Parthia, as a fine Circumſtance in Mr. Des Champs c 
iece. ” 


Cato. What an Object does my own Blood offer 
N ws FITS 
„ MUIT an Enemy to s be * 2 ; 
ods ! do you juktify Ceſar's Guile 48 2 N 
ould ye tie the Romans to his Chariot? 


y you, my Daughter is reſtor d me 


\s 2 diſdainful Mark, to blaſt my Honour. 


L have any Pleaſure in rememb ring her, 


: E Hep. 
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Who like me only had the Gods for Maſters. 


dangerous Place 
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Her Fate deſtroys, and changes it to Sorrow. | 
How ſhould ſhe pleaſe Cato with a Crown ? S jb 
Rome.torbids it, it my Blood could conſent, fix 
Nature wou'd at the cruel Inſtance ſtart; AC 


And make of me a Father, once too tender, 

A Roman Criminal, ----------- * 

Oh, that my Daughter wou'd renounce this Grandeur! 
Come, let us haſte, and trample on her Diadem. 


The reſt of the Scene is of the ſame Force; the Be. 
ginning of the ſecond Entrance of the Second Act, is 
ufficient to let us know Cate. | os 


Cato. Well, Domitius, what have you to ſay ? 

Dom. Ceſar commands me, Sir, to tel! you. ------- 

Cato. What! Ceſar commands, and you obey * 

Dom. Yes, Sir. | 

Cato. Vile Slave, hold, it is enough: 9 20 
Too much you do diſgrace your glorious Anceſtors, 


Two Verſes of the firſt Entry in the Third AR, give 
true Idea of Ceſar in Love. V 


Love binds not Heroes to his Altars. 
Ceſar, by Loving, is not leſs Cæſar. 


The ſecond Entry in the Third Act, where Porti 
knows her Lover to be Ceſar, 1s very moving, T 
Conference ot 2 and Cato which follows, Was 

or the Author. The Conference 
Sertorius and Pompey is a Model that is almoſt imyd 
ſible to be equal'd ; it is much more Dithcult to mak 
Ceſar and Cato ſpeak, than Sertorius and Pompey; Ye 
the Conference of Ceſar and Cato took, and pleaicd { 
generally, that the moſt mercileſs Critieks durff nt 
touch it. I ſhall not tranſcribe it, you have read ! 
my Lord, more than once, and a Thouſand know 1t b 
—  . | | 


Whe 


When they complain that Mr. Des Champs hath not- 
made Ceſar great enough, le: them reflect on theſe. 
five Verſes of Cato, in the firſt Entry of the Fourth- 
Act, | 


Vere we allow'd to chuſe a Maſter, f 
ur! /r, perhaps, might well deſerve to be him: 
But he has Tango on the Laws, and pull'd dow. 
Kings | 
Beo make himſelt a Tyrant, -------- 
8 of the greateſt Men, is found moſt Guilty: 


What are the Circumſtances of the Two following; 
tries? Portia knows ſhe is the Daughter of Cato. 
site knows his Daughter loves Ceſar. Ceſar knows 


2 dat his Miſtreſs is the Daughter of his greateſt Enemy. 
et us ſee how conformable their Sentunents are to their 
| haracter, | | 
; 


Arſen. It is true, my Birth ought to ſurprize thee ; 
ve been a Stranger to it, untill now. 
give e. Ceſar, ſee how cruel is my Fate! 
| ou lov'ſt me, and my Heart anfiver'd thy Vows. 
pughr, with Sighs, to bluſh at ſuch a Conquelt. 
r where I fix'd my Glory, there I find my Shame. 
dw ought I to approve this fatal Day, 
hen Innocence muſt diſagree with 27 ; 
porn (r. Ax look you on our Love, as ſome vile 
Zrime « | 
5b 3 y is it made the Victim of your Scorn ? 
Sbe ꝛk ug to Portia, | 
imo from being ſlighted, it mult be maintain'd. 
to mal To Cato. | 2 
ve); 1 ne "” tho, whom Heav'n has jayn'd e 
=4d { To b:th. | | 
caſed Peace and Hymen both unite us. ; 
read . 1'd rather give the Gods 1 Blood, 
d ſacrifice my own, before 42 yes. 


ink not, by this Marriage, Cæſar, to deceive me. 
unhappy Pompey was . Son-in-Law, 
| | 4 | 


4 Whe! But 


= $$ 4 PARALLEL, Ce. 
But chat ſecur d him not from thy Revenge: 
That facred Tye, began all his Misfortunes. 
Cou'd Cato yet ſubmit to ſuch an Union? 
Thy Heart unſated, and inflam'd with Empire, 
Wou'd not be leſs ambitious, or leſs proud. 


The new Perfidiouſneſs of rare, ends this deli: 
cate Scene. Ceſar runs to oppoſe him; what he ſays 
very naturally de ſcribes his intrepid Generoſity. 


Jo Porta: ng 
Caſar. Fright not yourſelf with this rough. Storm 
= of Fate, WS 

Ive puniſh'd Prolomy, and will Pharnacęs. 
Heav'n generous Mortals does in vain create, 
It they. are not made ſometimes unhappy. 


The Fifth Act is certainly the fineſt: The Action 
lively, and as Horace preſcribes, runs rapid at the end 
Ceſar coming from repelling Pharnaces,. Portia receive 
him by asking him, | | 

Is it a Roman, Ceſar, that I ſee * 

Or is't a Tyrant that my Eyes behold ? 

All this Scene is comparable to the fineſt Scenes 
the beſt Tragedies. Portia ofters to eſpouſe Ceſar, pre 
vided he will make Rome free: Cæſar hath a great de 
of Trouble to ſacrifice his Ambition to his Love. P. 
tia is angry at him, her Tranſport is not much 4nferi 
to that Rage of Camilla in Corneille s Horace, and ' 
better plac d. CET 21 „ 


Arſen. It is too much ! tis time my Rage breaks 0 
J even Bluſh at all your flattering Hopes; 
Expect not that by marrying ſuch a Tyrant, 
I. will foil the Blood that runs pure in me. 
My Heart had ſcarcely triumph'd over Love; 
But thy Refuſals gave me o'er to. Hate. 

It thy deſtroying Arm fubdues the World, 

By ſpeedy Death I will eſcape thy Chains. 


J 1 
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 APARALLELDT, &e. 

Thou only wilt Command baſe ſervile Souls, 

Who lent an hand to further Civil War, 

Thoſe who oppos'd good Cato's Virtues, 
ngrateful Romans ! that only bear the Name. 

May all thy Succeffors to gain the Empire, 

reedily ſtruggle to deſtroy each other. 

ſe the Aſliſtance of the Sword and Fire, 

aſten the Days ot aged Parents: : 

n Peace make uſe of all the Stripes of War. 

And Rome a Funeral Pile, the Earth a Deſart; 

\nd then unite by ſome new Crime, 

the ſame Grave, the Living and the Dead. 

y ſuch a. Marriage, and ſuch impious Bonds, 

maze. Heaven, and. make the Furies tremble ; 

nd then to fee with Pleaſure whence they came, 

pen the murther'd Mother's ſacred Breaſt, 

ay all their Crimes live to Poſterity © 

nd may the World for e' er abhor thy Memory. 


. 
* o . 
* 
of 43 - 
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deli 
ſays 


) 


In the mean time Cæſar's Troops, who beleiv'd they. 
ad broke their Word wich their General, and imputed- 
arnaces's Perfidy to Cato, fall on the few Troops that 
luſtrious Roman had left; he ready to fall into his 
nemies Hands, kills himſelf. Ceſar comes too late to 
ndcr it. Cato dying is brought upon the Stage, his laſt 
ords are worthy of him, and- may without doubt be 
mpar'd to what Mithridates ſays; and Racine perhaps 


* l not have every ones Approbation before Mr. Jes 
at de amps wn. | | 

> Pol 2 . 

infeng 4er. Ah, my Father! 


Cato. Smother your ufelefs Sorrow: 

is Rome alone, this Day, requires your Tears, 

ne, ready to expire: our dear Country, 

ich feels the Rage of cruel Tyranny. | 

purn for Rome ; For me, my Fate's too happy, 
perty-follows me in the Shade of Death. 

e. Death of Cato was a * Choice, | 
av'n:has only us'd a neceflary Ill 

the Mid-horror, of moſt cruel Fate. 
v'd with Glory; and I die a Roman. 


Remember. 
v. | 


$$ APARALLEL, &c: 
Remember always, from whom you deſcend. 
Arſen. Iwill prepare my ſelf to die With you. 
Cato. Live, Port a. ol A 
Arſen. Muſt I ſpin aut my-tedious Days in Slavery 
To you I owe my All: both Lite and Death, ' 
Cato. You yet are free; abandon Urtica. 
Strive to maintain the.publick Libertix.. 
Live, to ſerve Rome, and may your wandring. Stepfs 
Search other Climates, Enemies to Tyrants, + 
Spain ought to be your Sanctuary now. 4. n 
Bamith tor ever from your Breaſt a ſervile Flame, 
Devote your ſelf to Heaven, and to the State, 4 
Let Rome in your wiſe Choice find a Deliv'rer. 
That I cou'd live again, or that my Hate 
In Poytig's Blood might follow Ceſar: ſill. 
Draw nigh, my Paughter ; thou art new to me, 54] 
Thy Heart all Sweetneſs, and thy Voice all Charms. 
Take from a Father this, who quits Heav'ns Light; 
Portia; Let perfect Virtue be your Guide. 4 
. Arſen: Cato's no more, Alas! to finiſh all our Illis, 
Guiltleſs, I cannot expiate his Death by mine. 4 


The Cauſe is ready to be heard, pronounce my Lord ji 
I. have. faid it, and don't repent it, I conſent to be 
judg'd by an Engliſh Man. As for the reſt, I have ne 
other Iutention than to excite between Mr. 4dd:/on andi 
Mr. Des Champs an Emulation, which may encourage 
the latter to proceed upon the Foot of Corneille , and 
puſh on the firſt to become a Corneille to England. 


